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Coofecfi  tuition* 


Daughter  of  Paon,  queen  of  ev'ry  joy, 

Hygeia  1 O  defcend 

Thou  cheerful  Guardian  of  the  rolling  year. 

Without  thy  cheerful  aftive  energy 
tio  rapture  fwelh  the  breaft,  no  poet  fings, 
Tfo  more  the  ^:aids  of  Helicon  delight. 
Come  then  with  me,  O  Goddefs  heav'r.ly  gay  ! 

Begin  the  fong,  ar.J  let  it  Iweerly  now. 

With  th)  aid  the  fccret  wiids  I  trace 

Of  Nature,  and  with  daring  fteps  proceed 
Thro'  path;  the  Mules  never  tiod  betore. 
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TASTE,  AN  EPISTLE, 
IMIT.  OF  SHAKESPEARE, 
IMIT.  OF  SPENSER, 


SiC.  Sic. 


Net  in  vain  fuch  Labours  have  we  try'd 
If  ought  thefe  Lays  the  fickle  Health  confirm. 
To  you,  ye  Delicate  '.  I  writ'/,  for  yo-.i 
I  tame  my  youth  to  philolbphic  carts. 
And  grow  ftiU  paler  ty  the  midnight  larr.p<!. 
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LIFE  OF  ARMSTROInG. 


•[OMN  ARMSTRONG  was  born  at  Caftleton,  in  Roxburgh- 
J  fhire,  North  Britain,  about  the  year  ijOij.  KiS  father  and 
brother  were  Minifters  of  the  Church  of  Scotland,  and  much 
refpedled  as  able  divines  and  valuable  members  oi  fociety. 
Our  Author,  having  paffed  through  the  ordmary  courl'e  ot  claf- 
lical  education,  was  lent  to  comp.eat  his  rtudies  to  the  Univer- 
fity  of  Edinburgh,  where  he  applied  himlelf  to  the  cultivation 
of  the  leveral  branches  of  philciophy  and  medicine,  undfer  the 
refpedlive  profeffors ;  and  from  the  reputation  he  had  acquired 
he  obtained  the  degree  of  Dottor  of  Phylic,  Feb.  4,  1732. 
He  foon  afterwards  came  to  London,  and  entered  upon  the 
pradtice  of  phylic ;  but  never  attained  to  an  dminence  of 
popularity  in  his  profelfion,  being  more  fuccefsful  in  his  poeti- 
cal than  medical  capacity. 

In  1735,  he  pubiifned  an  anonymous  pamphlet,  entitled 
"  An  Eifay  for  abridging  the  "Study  of  Phyii..,  to  which  is 
-d,  a  Dialogtie  betwixt  Hygeia,  Mercury,  and  Plato,  relat- 
^  to  the  pra(5lice  of  phyfic,  as  it  is  managed  by  a  certain  ii- 
lultrious  Society  ;"  ana  an  Epifiie  from  Ufbec,  the  Perfi»i:-i,  to 
Jolhua  Ward,  Elq.  with  a  DedicaLion  '*  To  the  Academic 
Philcfophers,  to  the  Generous  Deipilers  of  the  Schools,  to  the 
delervediy  celebrated  Jjfliua  Ward,  John. Moor,  and  the  reii 
of  the  numerous  ledt  ct  uifpired  phyiicians,"  This  fugitive 
piece  intended  to  fatirize  che  empirics  ol  the  day,  among  whom 
Ward  had  attained  to  ihe  higheil  acgree  of  poj  uiunty,  aad 
been  patronized  by  the  King,  contains  much  wit  and  piealantry, 
and  the  Dialogue,  in  the  opinion  of  the  literati,  poffeiTes  a 
great  degree  of  the  ipirii:  of  Lucian. 

In  1737,  he  pub'ilhed  a  "  Synoofis  of  the  Hiflory  and  Cure 
of  the  Venereal  Difeafe:"  iaicnbed  to  Dr.  Alexai:der  St'-^jrt, 
in  a  dedication,  repieienting  that  profelljr  as  "  a  peribn  wl'o 
had  an  indifputable  right  to  judge  levereiy  of  the  performance 
prefented  to  him." 

The  fame  year  he  produced  his  celebrated  Pcem,  called 
"  The  Economy  of  Love,"  wnich  has  much  merit;  though 
it  partakes  in  too  great  a  degree  of  the  hcentioufnefs  01  Ovid, 
trom  whole  work  of  the  Art  ot  Love,  the  delign  appears  to 
have  been  taken.  The  Foem  paffed  ihrough  many  liuitions, 
more,  there  is  reafon  to  apprehend,  to  the  emjiument  or  the 
bookleller  than  the  benefit  of  the  reader.  In  jullice,  however, 
10  ihe  charadler  of  the  Author,  it  is  to  be  obferved,  that,  when 
his  judgmeat  ripened  with  his  years,  it  under kvent  a.  rcviiion, 
A3  ia 
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ill  1768,  and  many  of  the  luxuriancies  of  youlhful  fancy  were 
expunged. 

1111744,  ^^  publifhed  "The  Art  of  Picferving  Health,  a 
Didadlic  Poem,"  a  work  in  which  the  critics  admit  there  is  a 
clafTical  corredaefs  and  clofenefs  of  ftile  that  are  truly  admira- 
ble. This  Poem  laid  the  foundation  of  his  fame,  and  will  be 
a  lafting  monument  of  his  poetical  talents,  as  well  as  fkill  in 
the  medical  Art. 

In  1746,  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  phyficians  to  the  Hof- 
pital,  for  lame  and  lick  Ibidiers,  behind  Buckingham  Houfe ; 
and,  in  the  courfe  of  a  few  years,  produced  feveral  little  pieces, 
among  which  were  a  Poem  "  on  Benevolence,"  and  another 
called  "Tafte,  an  Epiftle  to  a  Young  Critic;"  loon  after  which 
he  was  complimented  in  an  elegant  Ode,  addreffed  to  him  by 
Dr.Theobald. — His  Sketches  or  Effays  on  Various  Subjedls,  by 
Launcelot  Temple,  Elq.  being  replete  with  humour,  and  indi- 
cating a  general  knowledge  of  mankind,  had  a  very  rapid  tale  ;. 
he  is  Ihrewdly  lufpedled  of  having  derived  much  affiltance  in 
tills  work  from  the  abilities  of  his  friend  Mr.  Wiikes, 

Soon  after  he  was  appointed  phyfician  to  the  army  in  Ger- 
many, which  was  in  1760,  he  wrote  a  Poem  called  "  Day,  an 
iLpiltle  to  John  Wilkes,  of  Aylefbury,  Elq."  It  appears  from 
the  prefatory  advertilement,  that  it  was  publifhed  without  the 
knowledge  or  confent  of  the  Author,  or  of  his  friend  to  whom 
it  is  adureffed.  In  this  poem  he  wantonly  hazarded  a  reflec- 
tion on  Churchill,  which  drew  on  him  the  vengeance  01  that 
fevere  Satirift.  The  refledlion  is  contained  in  the  foilowi:  j 
lines : 

*'  What  news  to  day  >  I  afic  you  not  what  rogue, 
"  What  paltry  imp  of  fortune's  now  in  vogue, 
*'  What  forward  blundering  fool  was, lall  preferr'd, 
*'  By  mere  pretence  diltinguifh'd  from  the  herd  : 
*'  With-what  new  cheat  the  gaping -town  is  I'mit,-. 
*'  What  oa-^y  fcribbler  reigns  the  pre  Cent  wit; 
*'  What  iVaff"  for  winter  the  iv/o  Booths  have  niixt, 
*'  What  bouncing  rhimic  gives  a  Rofciad  next, 
Churchill  incenfed  at  this  refieftion  on  his  firft  and  favourite 
Poem  of  the  "  Rofciad,"  took  occafion  in  his  laft  piece,  "The 
Journey,"  after  referring  to  thole  who  had  hinted  that  he 
ihould  "  run  his  ilock  of  genius  out,"  to  conclude  the  cata- 
logue of  iome  contemporary  writers  who  had  obtained  what 
he  thought  unmerited  celebrity,  vvith  thei'e  pointed  lines  upon 
Armftrong. 

*'  Let  them  with  Arnijirotrg,  taking  leave  of  fenle, 
"  Read  mufty  lectures  on  hene'uoience-^ 

a  "  Or 
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■*'  Or  con  the  pages  of  his  gaping  Day^ 

*'  Where  all  his  former  tame  was  thrown  away; 

*'  Where  atl  but  barren  labour  was  forgot, 

**  And  the  vain  ftifFnefs  of  a  letter'd  Scot. 

"*'  Let  them  with  Armttrong  pals  the  term  of  light, 

**  But  not  one  hour  of  darknefs,  when  the  night 

*'  Sulpends  this  mortal  coil,  when  memory  wakes, 

*'  When  for  our  paft  mifdoings  confcience  takes 

*'  A  deep  revenge  :  when  by  refledion  led 

"  She  draws  his  curtain,  and  locks  comfort  dead, 

*'  Let  every  Mule  be  gone  ;   in  vain  he  turns 

*'  And  tries  to  pray  for  fleep  ;  an  yEtna  burns, 

*'  A  more  than  ^tna  in  his  coward  breaft, 

*'  And  guilt  with  vengeance  arm'd  forbids  him  reft; 

**  Though  foft  as  plumage  from  young  Zephyr's  wing, 

**  His  couch  feems  hard,  and  no  relief  can  bring, 

*'  Ingratitude  hath  planted  daggers  there, 

"  No  good  man  can  deferve,  no  brave  man  bear.'* 

It  is  obferved  by  a  friend  of  Arrnftrong,  that  he  certainly  af- 
forded "  the  original  caufe  of  offence,  but  the  retaliation  was 
iinjuftifiably  fevere.  Arrnftrong  was  incapable  of  the  crime 
with  which  he  is  charged,  and  the  imputation  of  ingratitude 
Will  never  obfcure  the  character  o{  a  humane,  benevolent, 
3cindly-affe£tioned  man  of  genius,  v.-hofe  great  offence  was  his 
attachment  to  the  p^rtj'  in  oppofition  to  Mr.  Wilkes  and  his 
friends."  Nothing,  indeed,  has  proved  more  fatal  to  the  in- 
tercourfe  of  friends  than  a  difagreement  in  politics.  The  in- 
timacy which  had  fubfifted  between  Armitrong  and  Wilkes 
was  certainly  interrupted,  if  not  dilTolved,  by  the  demon  of 
party. 

When  the  peace  was  concluded  in  1763,  he  quitted  the 
army,  and  refumed  the  pradice  of  ph}"fic,  in  London  ;  which, 
from  his  indolence  and  inadivity,  as  was  generally  fuppofed, 
never  tended  much  to  his  emolument.  Arrnftrong  was  a  man 
of  extenfive  knowledge,  and  a  liberal  turn  of  mind,  and  could 
not  fubmit  to  the  mean  arts  of  infinuation  and  cajoling,  to  con- 
ciliate the  favour  of  old  nudes  and  goflips,  which  have  often 
proved  effedlual  in  recommending  young  pradtitioners.  He 
was  rather  difpoled  to  pals  his  time  at  home  in  reading  and 
ftudy,  and  to  fpend  his  evenings  in  the  fociety  of  men  of  genius 
and  learning,  by  which  means  he  might  at  once  receive  and 
communicate  ufeful  and  entertaining  knowledge  and  inftruc- 
tion. 

In  1770,  he  publiftied  a  collection  of  Mifcellaniesy  containii^ 
the  pieces  he  had  formerly  produced  feparately,  except  the 

Economy 
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"Econo^Ky  cf  Love,  and  Day,  with  Imitatiorts  of  Shakefpeare^ 
and  Spencer,  the  Unl'ueyjal  Alman^ick,  by  Nourudain  Ally 
The  Forced  AJar>-ingey  2l  Tragedy,  Skcu/jes,  &c. 

In  an  adverafement  to  his  colledion,  he  fays  he  '*  has  at 
laft  taken  the  trouble  upon  him  to  collect  thenij  and  to  have 
them  printed  under  his  own  inTpeftion,  a  talk  that  he  had  long 
avoided,  and  to  which  he  would  hardly  have  fubmitted  himfelf 
at  laft,  but  for  the  fear  of  their  being  Ibme  time  hereafter,  ex- 
pofed  in  a  ragged,  mangled  condition,  and  loaded  with  more 
faults  than  they  originally  had,  when  it  might  be  poffible  for 
him,  by  the  change  perh.ips  of  one  letter,  to  recover  a  whole 
period  from  the  moft  conterr;ptlbIe  nonfenle.  Along  with  fuch 
pieces  as  he  had  formerly  offered  the  public,  he  took  this 
opportunity  of  prefenting  it  with  feveral  others ;  fome  of  which 
had  lain  by  him  many  years.  What  he  has  loft,  and  efp^cially 
what  he  has  deftroyed,  would  probably  enough  have  been 
better  received  by  the  great  majority  of  readers  than  any  thing 
he  has  publilhed.  But  he  never  courted  the  public.  He  wrote 
chiefly  for  his  own  amufement ;  and  becaufe  he  found  it  an 
agreeable  and  innocent  way  of  fcmetimes  fpending  an  idle  hour. 
He  has  always  moft  heartily  dclpiled  the  mobitityy  from  the 
loweft  to  the  higheft  ;  and,  n  it  is  true,  what  he  has  fometimes 
been  told,  that  the  beft  judges  are  on  his  fide,  he  defires  no 
more  in  the  article  of  fame  and  renown  as  a  writer.  If  the 
beft  judges  of  this  age  honour  him  with  their  approbation,  all 
the  worit  too  of  the  next  will  favour  him  with  their 's,  when, 
by  Heaven's  grace,  he  will  be  too  far  beyond  the  reach  of  their 
unrneanmg  prailes  to  receive  any  duguft  from  them." 

His  Sketches  and  Effays  difcover  genius  and  learning ;  but 
their  merits  are  eclipfed  by  the  introdudlion  of  vulgar  phrafes, 
and  fcurnlous  epithets. — 

His  Tragedy  of  the  Forced  Marriage 'wzi  offered  to  Garrick 
for  repreientaiion  on  the  ftage  ;  but  refuted  by  him  vvithout 
alfigning  any  reafon — There  is  fome  animation  in  this  piece; 
but  it  does  not  appear  to  be  conducted  with  much  judgment. 

In  1771,  he  produced  a  work  entitled,  A  Short  Ramble 
through f'jme  farts  '-/'  Franc?  aid  Itulv,  by  Launcelot  Templfy 
Efq.  and,  in  1773,  a  Pamphlet  in  his  own  name,  called  Medi- 
cal EJfuys.  This  little  fketch,  in  which  he  ftates  the  caufes 
of  his  not  being  lo  popular  in  his  profeffion  as  many  pra£lition- 
crs,  and  amongft  others  cites  his  not  being  able  to  employ  the 
ufual  means  of  flattery  and  cajoling,  from  an  inherent  pride 
and  an  excefs  of  lenftbiUty.  He  complains  much  of  the  ille- 
berality  of  fome  of  his  brethren,  and  the  leverity  of  the  critics, 
and  particularly  of  the  reviewers. 

He  died  in  September  177.9,  '^'^^■>  ^°  ^^^  furprife  of  his 

friends. 
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friends,  lefttehind  him  upwards  of  3000I.  faved  by  great  par- 
fimony  out  of  a  very  moderate  income,  arifing  principally  out  of 
his  half- pay. 

No  Edition  of  his  Mifcellanies  has  been  called  for  fince 
his  death;  but  his  "Art  of  Pre  ferving  Health,"  has  been 
frequently  reprinted,  and  with  his  other  poetical  piecest  except 
the  "  Economy  of  Love,"  was  received  into  the  Edition  of 
English  Poets,  in  1790.  It  was  omitted  from  its  immoral  ten- 
dency, and  w^e  have  rejected  it  from  the  fame  motive.     • 

The  loUowing  Veri'es  on  the  death  of  Dr.  Armilrong,  ap- 
peared ia  one  of  the  public  prints  Ibon  after  that  event. 

"  Ye  fwains  of  Lidda',  as  you  drive  your  fheep, 
*'  To  verdant  paftures,  or  the  ruflet  fteep; 
*'.If  yet  a  Mule  en  Liddal's  banks  remain, 
*'  For  tuneful  Armllrong  make  the  plaintive  ftrain*- 
"  Tho'  from  you  long,  long  from  the  limpid  wave, 
"  In  which  he  lov'd  his  infant  limbs  to  lave  : 
*'  Long  from  the  pool,  where  oft'  with  mimic  fly, 
*'  He  patient  angled  for  the  filver  fry ; 
*'  Yet  were  his  manners  artiefs  as  your  own, 
**  As  plain  as  he  the  world  had  never  known. 
*•  The  world  he  fcorn'd,  for  well  he  knew  to  fcaa 
**  The  crooked  views  of  narrow  minded  man. 
"  Ye  fons  of  Galen,  tho'  he  lack'd  not  ikill 
**  Like  you,  by  flow  and  fecret  means  to  kill, 
**  He  fought  to  lave,  he  fought  to  heal  the  frame, 
"  And  breath 'd  Nepenthe  in  poetic  flame. 
*'  From  breezy  fummit,  or  fair  opening  lawn, 
"  He  bade  his  patients  hail  the  cheerful  dawn  ; 
"  Their  villas  buiid  wide  from  the  marfhy  mead, 
"  But  chief  where  bees  on  fragrant  wild  thyme  feed : 
"  As  death  iti'eif  avoid  the  fmoaky  town; 
*'  Refift  th'  enfeebling  luxury  of  down  : 
*'  Far  from  the  breall  all  rankling  cares  expel, 
**  And  there  invite  content;  and  hope  to  dwe.l." 
The  character  of  Armftrong  was  amiable,  and  of  courfe  re- 
fpedable.     He  was  the  intimate  iriend  of  Thomfon,  and  his 
coadjutor  in  the  compofition  of  his  admirable  Poem,  "  The 
Callle  of  Indolence  ;"  ftanza  the  fixty- eighth  was  written  by 
Armftrong.   "  Though  the  Dodlor  (Thomfon  writes  his  friend) 
Paterlbn,  increafes  in  his  btflinefs,  he  does  not  decreafe  in 
fpleen  ;  but  there  is  a  certain  kind  of  fpleen  that  is  both  hu- 
mane and  agreeable,  like  Jaques  in  the  play."     Thomfon  has 
defcribed  his  abfent  moods  in  the  "  Caltie  of  Indolence," 
Itanza  ten. 

"With 
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"  With  him  was  fometiines  join'd  in  filent  walk, 

"  Profoundly  filent,  for  they  never  I'poke, 
*'  One  fhyer  flill,  who  quite  detefted  talk, 

*'  Oft'  ftang  by  fpleen,  at  once  away  he  broke 
*'  To  groves  of  pine,  and  broad  o'erfhadowing  oak  ; 

"  There  iniy  thrill'd,  he  wander'd  all  alone, 
"  And  on  himlelf  his  perrfive  fury  woke  ; 

*'  He  never  utter'd  word,  fave  when  firft  (hone 
"  The  glittering  ftar  of  eve — thank  Heav'n  the  day  h 
done. — 

The  Dodlor  lived  in  habits  of  intimacy  with  ir.oft  of  the 
men  of  wit  and  learning  in  his  time ;  amongft  ^^om  were 
Dr.  Grainger,  Sir  John  Fringle,  Mr.  Fufeli,  and  omers. 

Dr.  Johnfon's  Life  of  Armllrong  can  hardly  be  called  even 
a  Sketch,  as  he  fpeaks  of  him  very  little  as  an  Author,  and 
not  at  ail  as  a  man.  His  name  is  mentioned  very  relpeitably 
by  I'everal  characters  eminent  for  dieir  profeilional  and  literary 
abilities. 

Dr.  Cuming,  of  Dorchefter,  in  a  letter  to  a  friend,  fpeaks 
of  him  in  the  following  terms:  '*  1  was  early  acquainted  with 
Dr.  Armftrong,  have  often  vifited  him  at  his  lodgings,  knew 
many  of  his  intimates,  have  met  him  in  company ;  but  from 
my  having  vifited  the  metropolis  lb  leldom  lince  my  refidence 
in  Dorleilhire,  I  was  not  i'o  well  acquainted  with  him  as  I 
ihould  otherwile  have  been,  or  wifned  to  be,  Ke  always  ap- 
peared to  me  (and  1  was  contirmed  in  that  opinion  by  that  of 
his  moft  intimate  friends)  a  man  of  learning  and  genius,  of 
confiderable  abilities  in  his  profeflion,  of  great  benevolence  and 
goodnel's  of  heart;  and  therefore  totally  unqualified  to  employ 
the  means  that  ufuaily  lead  to  medical  employment,  or  elbow 
his  way  through  a  crowd  of  competitors. " 

His  Art  of  Fnfcr'ving  H'.aiih,  on  account  of  the  reputation 
it  has  lb  julliy  acquired,  precludes  all  criticifm,  it  is  of  the 
higheft  fpecies  ol  didadlic  poetry,  and  of  a  merit  and  charafter 
fo  great,  as  to  rank  with  the  compoiitions  of  Lucretius,  Horace, 
Vjrgil,  Boileau,  Akenlide,  Dyer,  and  Grainger.  Akenlide  has 
attempted  the  moft  rich  and  poetical  form  of  didadtic  writing 
in  his  "  Pleafures  of  Imagination,"  andin  feveral  parts  fuc- 
ceeded  happily,  and  difplayed  much  genius.  Armltron^  has 
not  aimed  at  lo  high  a  ftrain  as  Akenfide  ;  but  he  is  more  equals 
and  maintains  throughout  a  chaft*  and  correct  elegance. 

"  To  defcribe  fo  difficult  a  thing  gracefully  and  poetically, 
(fays  Dr,  Warton,  in  his  Refledions  on  Didadic  Poetry,)  as 
the  efFeds  of  a  diftemper  on  a  human  body,  was  referved  for 
Dr.  Armftrong,  who  accordmgiy  hath  nobly  executed  it  at  the 

end 
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end  of  his  Third  Book  of  his  Art  of  Frefervbig  Healthy  where 
he  hath  given  us  that  pathetic  account  of  the  Sweating  Sickneli. 
There  is  a  claffical  corredlnefs  and  clolenefs  of  ftile  in  this 
Poem,  that  are  truly  admirable,  and  the  fubjecil  is  railed  and 
adorned  by  numberiels  poetical  images." 

"  Of  all  the  poetical  performances  on  this  fubjedt,  (fays 
Dr.  Mackenzie,  in  his  Hiftory  of  Health,)  that  have  come  to 
riiy  hands,  Dr.  Armftrong's  Art  of  Prffai'lfig  Hea'th  is  by  far 
the  belt.  To  quote  e\  ery  charming  delcripticn  and  beautiful 
paflage  of  this  Poem,  one  mull  tranfcribe  the  whole.  We 
cannot,  however,  exped  new  rules  where  the  principal  defiga 
was  to  rai:e  and  warm  the  heart  into  a  compliance  with  the 
Iblid  precepts  of  the  ancients,  which  he  has  enforced  with 
great  ftrength  and  elegance."  ;  The  Doftor  concludes  his  eu- 
logium  with  remarking'  ihat,  '*  upon  the  whole,  he  has  con- 
vinced us  by  his  own  example,  that  we  ought  not  to  blame  an- 
tiquity for  acknowledging 

"  One  power  of  phylic,  melody,  and  fong," 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

fT^HE  Author  of  the  following  Pieces  has  at  !aft  taken 
•*•  the  trouble  upon  him  to  c-jllect  them,  and  to  have 
them  printed  under  his  own  ii^fpedion,  a  tafk  that  he 
had  long  avoided,  and  to  which  he  would  hardly  have 
fubmitted  himielf  at  laft  but  for  the  fake  of  prevcnring 
their  being,  feme  time  hereitter,  expofed  in  a  ragged  man- 
gled condition,  and  loaded  with  more  faults  than  they 
originally  had,  while  h  migh.t  be  impoflible  for  him,  by 
the  change  perhaps  of  one  letter,  to  recover  a  whcle 
period  from  the  moft  contemptible  nonfenie. 

Along  with  fuch  pieces  as  he  had  formeily  offered  to 
the  public  he  takes  rlVis  opportunity  of  prefenting  it 
with  fcveral  others,  lume  of  which  had  lain  by  him 
m'^ny  years:  what  he  has  loft,  and  efpecially  what  he 
has  dctlroyeci,  would  probably  enough  h?iVe  been  better 
received  by  the  great  majority  of  readers  than  any  tiling 
he  lias  pubiiHied. 

But  he  never  courted  the  public  :  he  wrote  chiefly  for 
his  ov.-n  amuieraent,  and  becaufe  he  found  it  an  gree- 
able  and  innocent  way  of  fometimes  paffing  an  idle  hour : 
he  has  always  moft  heartily  defpilcd  the  opinion  of  the 
Mobility,  from  the  loweft  to  the  hightft  ;  and  if  it  is 
true  what  he  has  fometimes  been  told,  ti^.at  the  btft 
juJges  are  on  Itis  fide,  he  defires  no  more  \v.  the  article 
of  tame  ai^d  renown  as  a  writer:  if  the  beffc  judges  of 
this  age  honour  him  with  ih.eir  approbation,  ail  the 
worft'  too  of  the  next  will  favor.r  him  with  th.eir\s,  when 
by  Heaven's  grace  hc'il  be  too  far  beyond  the  reach  of 
their  unmeaning  praiil-s  to  receive  any  difguft  from 
them. 
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BOCK  I.     AIR. 

"T^AUGHTER  of  Paeon,  queen  of  ev'ryjoy, 

Hygela!*  whole  indulotrnt  fmile  ftiftains 
The  various  race  luxuriant  Natnri::;  pours, 
And  on  th'  immortal  effences  bellows 
Immortal  youth,  auipicious  O  delcend 
Thou  cheerful  Guaraian  of  the  rolling  yenr ! 
V/!iether  ihou  wanton 'ft  on  the  weftern  pale 
Or  (liak'il  the  rigid  pinions  of  the  north, 
DifTufeft  life  and  vigour  thro'  the  tra.^ks 
Of  air,  thro'  earth  and  ocean' 
V/lieu  thro'  the  blue  fcrtniry  of  heav'n 
Thy  powV  approaches,  all  fhe  wafteful  hoft 
0»'  Pain  and  Sicknefs,  iiPjUalid  and  deform'd. 
Confounded  f.nk  into  the  loathfbme  gloom. 
Where  in  deep  Erebus  involv'd,  the  fiends  75 

Grow  more  profane.      Wb.atever  fliapes  of  deatii, 
Sh.ook  from  the  hideous  chambers  of  the  f,lohe, 
Swarm  thro'  the  fliucd'ring  air  ^  whatever  plagues 
Or  meagre  Famine  breeds,  or  with  flovv  wings 
Rife  Irom  the  putrid  wat'ry  element,  20 

The  datmp  wafte  foreft,  motionleiij  and  rank, 
That  ihiotheis  earth,  and  ail  the  breatiilels  v.-inds. 
Or  tile  vile  caj  nage  of  th'  inhuman  field  ; 
Whatever  baneful  bieathcs  the  rotten  fotith  ; 
Whatever  ills  ih'  extremes  or  fudden  change  45 

Of  cold  and  hot  or  moift  and  dry  produce, 
They  fly  thy  pure  efi'u'gence,  (l,ey  and  all 
The  feciet  poilbns  of  avenging  Heav'n, 
And  all  the  pale  tribes  hailing  in  the  train 
( ii  Vice  and  heedlefs  Pleafure  j  or  if  aught  30 

■yseia  t-he  ccddef<  of  Health  vas,  accordiriB  to  the  ^enealopy  if  rhe 
■  -ri  deitie<!,  the  dmiK'nter  of  ^Efciilipiu3,  who  as  well  as  ApoUj  v,-ai  tiii- 
.;_)0<i  by  ths  came  of  ?<£oa. 


14-  ART  OF  FRESHRVING  HEALTH. 

The  comet's  glare  amid  the  buriiing  Ik)'-, 
Mournful  ecliplc,  or  planets  ill  coinhin'd. 
Portend  dii'aftrous  to  trlvj  vital  world, 
Thy  falutary  powr  averts  their  rage, 
Averts  the  gen'ral  bane  5  and  but  tor  thee  35 

Nature  would  iicken,  Nature  fuon  would  die. 

Without  thy  cheerful  a6live  energy 
No  rapture  fwells  the  breati,  no  poet  fings, 
No  more  the  maids  of  Helicon  delight. 
Come  then  with  me  O  Goddefs  iieav'niy  gay  !  ^^ 

Begin  the  fong,  and  let  it  fweetly  ii-ow. 
And  let  it  wifely  teach  thy  wliolefome  laws ; 
**  How  beft  the  fickle  fabric  to  fupport 
<*  Of  mortal  man  j  in  healthful  body  how 
*^  A  healthful  mind  the  longell  to  maintain."  45 

'Tis  hard  in  fuch  a  ftrife  o^  rules  to  chufe 
The  heft,  and  thole  of  mod  extenfive  ufe  j 
Harder  in  clear  and  animated  fong, 
Dry  philolopiiic  precepts  to  convey: 
Yet  wiih  thy  aici  the  fecret  wilds  I  trace  5c; 

Of  Nature,  and  with  daring  (feps  proceed 
Thro'  paths  the  iVIufcs  never  trod  before. 

Nor  fiioiild  I  wander  doubtful  of  my  way 
Had  I  the  lights  of  that  fragacious  mind  . 
Which  taught  to  check  the  peiiilential  fire,  55 

And  quell  the  deadly  Python  of  the  Nile. 
O  thou  belov'd  by  all  the  graceful  arts. 
Thou  long  the  fav^ite  of  the  Healing  Pow'rs, 
Indulge  O  Mead  !  a  well-defign'd  Eiiay, 
Howe'er  imperfe6l,  and  permit  that  I  60 

My  little  knowledge  with  my  country  {liare. 
Till  you  the  rich  Afclepian  licres  unlock, 
And  with  new  graces  dignify  the  theme. 

Ye  who  amid  this  fev^riHi  world  would  wear 
A  body  free  of  pain,  of  cares  a  mind,  6 5 

Fly  the  rank  city,  fiiun  its  turbid  air, 
Breathe  not  the  chaos  of  eternal  fmoke 
And  volatile  corruption,  from  the  dead. 
The  dying,  fick'ning,  and  the  living,  world 
Exhal'd,  to  fully  Hcav'n's  traniparent  dome  7c 
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"With  dim  mortality.     It  is  not  air 
That  Irom  a  thouHiiid  lungs  reeks  l>ack  to  thine, 
Sated  with  exhalations  rank  and  fell, 
The  fpcil  of  dung^iilis,  and  tiic  jnurid  thaw 
Of  Nature,  when  froHi  flian,;  and  texture  /he  75 

Relaples  into  f.ghting  ekmeflts  j 
It  is  not  Air,  but  fioats  a  navrieous  mafs 
Oi^  all  obfcene,  corrupt,  ofFenfive,  (lungs. 
Much  ircifture  hurts  ;  Init  hrcre  a  fordid  bath. 
With  oily  raiKOur  fraught,  relaxes  Ciore  Xo 

The  foiid  frame  than  lln^.ple  moiilure  can. 
Bendes,  immur'd  in  many  a  fullen  hay 
Th,at  never  i'tk  the  frcfhnefs  of  the  breeze. 
This  flumb'ring  deep  remaiiis,  and  ranker  grows 
With  fjckiyrei^;  and  (tho'  the  lungs  abhor  85 

To  drir:k  the  dun  fuliginous  abyls) 
Did  not  ih€  acid  vigour  of  the  mine, 
Roll'd  iron'  fo  many  thuJKi'ring  chimnies,  tame 
The  puirid  fteams  that  overfwarm  the  fl:y, 
This  cauOic  venom  would  perhaps  corrode  5» 

Thofe  tender  cells  that  draw  the  vital  Air, 
1 1  vain  with  all  their  unftuous  ri'is  bedtw'd. 
Or  by  the  drunken  venous  tubes  i}i?.t  yawn 
In  countlefs  pores  o'er  all  the  pervious  (kin 
Imbib'd,  would  pcifon  tiie  balfamic  blood,  95 

And  roufe  the  heart  to  ev"ry  fever's  rage. 
While  yet  ycu  breathe  away  ;  the  rural  wilds 
Invite,  the  mountains  call  you,  and  the  vales, 
The  woods,  the  ftreams,  and  each  ambrofial  breeze 
Tiiat  fans  the  ever-undulating  (ky,  ic© 

A  kindly  flcy  !  whofe  foll'ring  pow'r  regales 
Man,  beaft,  and  all  the  vegetable  reign. 
Fmd  then  fome  woodland  licene  where  Nature  fmiles 
Benign,  where  all  her  honeft  children  thrive. 
To  us  there  wanfs  not  many  a  happy  feat :  105 

Look  round  the  fmiling  land,  iuch  numbers  rife 
We  hardly  fix,  bewikier'd  in  our  choice. 
See  where  enthron'd  in  adamaiuine  ftate. 
Proud  of  her  bards,  impeiial  VVindfcr  fits; 
There  chufe  thy  feat,  in  fome  a(piring  grove  iio 

B  2 
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Fait  by  the  iljwly  winding  Tnames,  or  where 
Bioautr  fiie  laves  fair  R;c'.mond's  green  retreats, 
(RichiriOnd  !  thatfres  an  hundred  villas  rife 
Rural  or  gay.)     O  from  the  fuminer's  r.)ge, 
O  wrap  me  in  the  friendly  gloom  tiiat  iiid-rs  115 

Umbrageous  Ham  ! — But  if  the  hui'y  Town 
Attract  thee  ftill  to  toil  for  pow'r  or  gold. 
Sweetly  tlioa  may'ft  thy  vacant  hours  pofTds 
In  Hampdead,  courted  by  the  weitern  wind, 
Or  Greenwich,  waving  o'er  the  winding  flood,  120 

Or  lole  the  world  amid  the  fylvan  w.lds 
Of  Dulwich,  yet  by  barbVous  arts  unfpoil'd. 
Green  rife  the  ICentifh  hills  in  cheerful  Air ; 
But  on  the  marfhy  plains  that  Lincoln  fprcads 
Build  not,  nor  reft  too  long  thy  wandering  feet  j         123 
For  on  a  ruftic  throne  of  dewy  turf. 
With  baneful  fogs  her  aking  temples  bound,^, 
Qu^artana  there  prefides,  a  meagre  fiend. 
Begot  byEurus,  when  his  brutal  force 
Comprefs'd  the  flothful  Naiad  of  the  Fens,  130 

From  uich  a  mixture  fprung  this  fitful  pell 
With  fev'rifh  blaits  fubdues  the  ficic'ning  land: 
Cold  tremors  come,  with  mighty  love  of  reft, 
Convulfive  yawnings,  laffitude,  and  pains, 
That  fting  the  burden'd  brows,  fatigue  the  loins,    135 
And  rick  the  joints,  and  ev'ry  torpid  limb. 
Then  parching  heat  fucceeds  till  copious  fweats 
Overflow,  a  fhort  relief  from  former  ills  : 
Beneath  repeated  ftiocks  the  wretches  pinej 
The  vigour  finks,  tiie  habit  melts  away,  14» 

The  cheerful,  pure,  and  animated  bloom 
Dies  from  the  f'^ce,  with  fqualid  Atrophy 
Devour'd,  in  fallow  melancholy  clad. 
And  oit  the  forc'refs  in  her  fated  vv'rath 
Rcfigns  them  to  the  Furies  of  her  train,  14.  5 

The  bloated  Hydrops,  and  the  yellow  fiend 
Ting\l  wit!i  her  own  accumulated  gall. 

In  queft  of  fites  avoid  the  mournful  plain, 
Where  ofiers  thrive,  and  trees  that  love  the  lake, 
Where  many  lazy  muddy  rivers  flow  j  1 50 
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Nor  for  tb.e  v.caJtIi  tliat  all  the  Indies  roll 
Fix  near  the  marfny  mai  gin  of  the  inain  j 
For  from  the  humid  foil,  and  watVy  reign 
Eternal  vapours  rife  ;  the  fpungy  air 
For  ever  weeps,  or  turgid  with  the  weight  155 

Of  waters  pours  a  iounding  deluge  down. 
Skies  fuch  as  thefe  let  ev'ry  mortal  fliun, 
Who  dreads  the  dropfy,  palfy,  or  the  gout, 
Tertian,  corrcfive  fcurvy,  or  moilt  catarrh, 
©r  any  other  injury  that  grows  160 

From  raw  fpun  fibres,  idle  and  unftrung. 
Skin  ill  peilpiring,  and  the  purple  flood 
In  languid  eddies  loit'ring  into  phlegm. 

Yet  not  alone  from  humid  fkies  we  pine. 
For  Air  may  be  too  dry.     The  fubtile  heav'n,  165 

That  winnows  into  dull  the  blafVed  downs. 
Bare  and  extended  wide  v^ithout  a  ftream. 
Too  faft  inibibes  th'  attenuated  lymph 
Which  by  the  furface  from  the  blood  exhales  ; 
Thelun^s  grow  rigid,  and  with  toil  efiay  jyo 

Their  flexible  vibrations,  or  inflamed 
Their  tender  ever  moving  flru6lure  thaws  : 
SpoiTd  of  its  limpid  vehicle  the  blood 
A  mafs  of  lees  remains,  a  drofiy  tide 
That  flow  as  Lethe  wanders  thro'  the  veins  175 

UnaC^ive  in  the  fervices  of  life. 
Unfit  to  lead  its  pitchy  current  thro' 
The  fecret  mazy  channtls  of  the  brain  : 
The  melancholic  fiend  (that  worft  defpair 
Of  phylic)  hence  the  ruir  complexion'd  man  180 

Purfues  whofe  blood  is  dry,  whcfe  fibres  gain 
Too  flretch'd  a  tone;  and  hence  in  climts  aduft 
So  fudden  tumults  feize  the  trembling  nerves, 
And  burning  fevers  glow  with  double  rage. 

Fly  i;  you  can  thefe  violent  extremes  1S5 

Of  Air  ;  the  wholeibme  is  nor  moift  nor  dry. 
But  as  the  powV  of  chuhng  is  deny'd 
To  half  mankind  a  furtlier  talk  enCues, 
How  belt  to  mitigate  the(e  fell  extremts, 
How  breathe  unhurt  the  withering  element, 
E3 
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Or  hazy  atmofpliere  ;  tho'  cuftom  moulds 
To  ev'ry  clime  the  i'oft  Promethean  clay,     - 
And  he  who  firft  the  fogs  of  EfTex  breath'd 
(So  kind  is  native  Air)  m^iy  in  the  Fens 
Of  Etfex  from  inveterate  ills  revive  195 

At  pure  Montpelier  or  Bermuda  caught. 
But  if  the  raw  and  oozy  beav'n  offend 
Correft  the  foil,  and  dry  the  fources  up 
Of  wat'ry  exhalation;  wide  and  deep 
Conriu6l  your  trenches  thro'  the  quaking  bog;  200 

Sslicitous  with  all  your  winding  arts, 
Betray  th'  unwilling  lake  into  the  ftream. 
And  weed  the  foreft,  and  invoke  the  winds 
To  break  the  toils  where  ftrangled  vapours  He, 
Or  thro'  the  thickets  fend  the  crackling  flames  :         20| 
Ivleantime  at  home  with  cheerful  fires  difpel 
The  humid  Air,  and  let  your  table  fmoke 
With  folid  roaft  or  bak'd,  or  what  the  herds 
Of  tamer  breed  iiipply,  or  what  the  wilds 
Yield  to  the  toilfome  pleafures  of  the  chafe  :  2i« 

GenVous  your  wine,  the  boaft  of  rip'ning  years. 
But  frugal  be  your  cups  :  the  languid  frame. 
Vapid  and  funk  from  yelterday's  debauch. 
Shrinks  from  the  cold  embrace  of  wat'ry  heav'ns. 
But  neither  thefe  nor  all  Apollo's  arts  215 

Difarm  the  dangers  of  the  dropping  ficy, 
Unlefs  with  exercifc  and  manly  toil 
You  brace  your  nerves,  and  I'pur  the  lagging  blood. 
The  fatt'ning  clime  let  all  the  fens  of  EaTe 
Avoid.     If  Indolence  would  wifh  to  live,  tzo 

Go  yawn  and  loiter  out  the  long  flow  year 
In  lairer  fkies.     If  droughty  regions  parch 
The  ficin  and  lungs,  and  bake  the  thick'ning  blood. 
Deep  in  the  waving  foreft  chufe  your  feat. 
Where  fuming  trees  refrefn  the  thirliy  Air,  425 

And  wake  the  fountains  from  their  iecret  beds. 
And  into  lakes  dilate  the  rapid  ftream 
Here  fpread  your  gardens  wide,  and  let  the  cool, 
The  moid:  relaxing  vegetable  (lore 
prevail  in  each  repail:  j  ycur  food  fupply'd  259 
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By  bleeding  life  be  gently  wafted  down 
By  foft  decoftion,  and  a  rr.ellcwing  heat 
To  liquid  balm;  or  if  the  folid  mafs 
You  cliufe,  toriTiented  in  the  boiling  wave. 
That  thro'  the  thirfty  ciianneis  of  the  blood  235 

A  fmooth  diluted  chyle  may  ever  flow, 
Th^;  fragrant  dairy  from  its  cool  recefs 
Its  neclar  acid  or  benign  will  pour 
To  drown  your  thirft,  or  let  the  ir.antling  bowl 
Of  kten  fiierbet  the  fickle  tafte  relieve  ;  24.0 

For  wiih  the  vifcous  blood  the  fimple  Ifream 
Will  hardl)  mingle,  and  fermtrited  cups 
Oft  d-.fiipate  more  moifture  than  they  give. 
Yet  when  pale  feafons  rife,  or  Winter  rolls 
His  honors  o'er  the  v.-crld,  thou  may'ft  indulge        245 
In  fe?fts  more  genial,  and  impatient  broach 
The  mellow  cafk  :  then  too  the  fcourging  Air 
Provokes  to  keener  toils  than  fultry  croughrs 
Allow ;  but  rarely  we  luch  fkies  blafpheme  : 
Sceep'd  in  continual  rains,  or  with  raw  fogs  450 

Bedew'd,  our  feafons  droop ;  incumbent  ftili 
A  pond'rous  heav'n  o'erwheims  the  finking  foul ; 
Laboring  with  fiorms  in  heapy  mountains  rile 
Th'  embattled  clcuds,  as  if  the  Stygian  fiiades 
Had  left  the  dungeon  of  eternal  Night,  255 

Till  black  with  thunder  all  the  fcuth  defcends. 
Scarce  in  a  fliow"jlefs  day  the  heav'ns  indulge 
Our  melting  clim.e,  except  the  balefid  enft 
"Withers  the  tender  fpring,  and  fourly  checks 
The  fancy  of  the  year.     Our  fathers  talk'd  269 

Of  lummers,  balmy  airs,  and  ikies  ierene  : 
Good  Heav'n  !  for  what  unexpiattd  cr, ir.es 
This  dilmai  change  !   The  brooding  elements 
Do  they,  your  powerful  minifters  ot  wrath, 
Prepare  feme  fierce  exterminating  plague  ?  265 

Or  is  it  fix'd  in  the  decrees  above 
That  lofty  Albion  melt  into  the  main  ? 
Indulf;ent  Nature  !   O  difiolve  this  gloom  i 
Bind  in  eternal  adamant  the  wiiids 
That  drown  or  wither,  give  the  genial  v/ef;  ?-;<> 
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To  breathe,  and  in  Its  turn  the  Iprightly  north, 
And  may  once  more  the  circling  feafons  rule 
The  year,  not  mix  in  ev'ry  monftrous  day! 

Meantime  the  moift  malignity  to  fhun 
Of  burdened  fkies,  mark  where  the  dry  champaign    275 
Swells  into  cheerful  hills,  where  marjoram 
And  tliyme,  the  love  of  bees,  perfume  the  Air, 
And  where  the  cynorrhodon  *  with  the  rofe 
For  fragrance  vies,  for  in  the  thirfty  foil 
Moft  fragrant  breathe  the  aromatic  tribes  :  280 

There  bid  thy  roofs  high  on  the  balking  fteep 
Afcend,  there  light  thy  hofpitable  fires, 
And  let  them  fee  the  winter  morn  arife, 
The  fummer  ev'ning  blufliing  m  the  weft, 
While  with  umbrageous  oaks  the  ridge  behind         i2^ 
O'erhung  defencis  you  from  the  bluft'ring  north, 
And  bleak  afflii^ion  of  the  peevifli  eaft. 
O  when  the  growling  winds  contend,  and  all 
The  ibunding  foreli  flu6tuate's  in  the  ftorm, 
To  link  m  warm  repofe,  and  hear  tiie  din  250 

Howl  o'er  the  fteady  battkmenis  deliglits 
Above  the  luxury  ot  vulgar  lleep  ! 
The  murm'ring  rivulet,  and  the  hoarfer  ftrain 
Of  waters  ruHfmg  o'er  the  llipp'ry  rocks 
Will  nightly  lull  you  to  ambrofial  reft.  45^ 

To  pleale  the  lancy  is  no  tr.flmg  good 
Where  Health  is  ftudy'd  ;  for  whatever  moves 
The  m.ind  with  calm  delight  promotes  the  iult 
And  nat'ral  movements  of  th'  harmonious  frame. 
Behdes,  the  fportive  brook  for  ever  Oiakes  300 

The  trembling  Air  that  floats  fiom  hill  to  hill. 
From  vale  to  mountain,  with  incefiant  change 
Of  purelt  element,  refiefliing  ftill 
Your  airy  feat,  and  unmfe6f  ed  gods. 
Cintflyfor  this  I  praife  the  man  who  builds  305 

High  on  the  breezy  ridge,  whole  lofty  (ides 
Th'  ethereal  dtep  with  endlefs  billows  chafes  ; 
His  purer  manlion  nor  contagious  years 
Shall  reach  nor  deadly  puirid  airs  annoy. 

♦  The  wild  rofe,  or  Uiat  whigh  grows  on  the  common  brier. 
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^nt  rray  no  fogs  from  Ir-ke  or  fenny  plain  310 

Involve  my  hill !  and  wherefoe'er  you  biiild, 
Whether  on  fun-hurnt  Epfom,  or  the  plains 
Wafn'd  by  the  filent  Lee,  in  Chelfea  low, 
Or  high  Blackheath,  with  wintry  winds  alfail'u. 
Dry  be  your  houfe,  bnt  airy  more  th?.n  warm,  315 

Elfe  ev'ry  breath  ol  ruder  wind  will  flrike 
Ycur  tender  body  thro""  with  rapid  pains, 
Fierce  coughs  will  tenfeyou,  hoarfenefs  bind  your  voice. 
Or  moift  gravedo  load  your  aching  brows. 
Tliefe  to  ciefy,  and  all  the  fates  that  dwell  320 

In  clolftcr'u  Air  tainted  with  (learning  life, 
Let  lefty  ceilings  grace  your  ample  rooms. 
And  itill  at  azure  nccntic'e  m:iy  your  dome 
Ar  cv'ry  vi-indow  drink  the  liquid  Iky. 

Need  we  the  funny  fituation  here,  3*5 

And  theatres  open  to  the  fouth  commend, 
Here  where  the  Morning's  mifty  breath  infefts 
More  than  'lie  torrid  noon  ?  How  fickly  grow, 
Kr;w  pale,  the  plants  in  thofe  ill-fated  vales 
That  circled  round  v-'iih  the  gigantic  heap  35© 

Ot  mcunr?ins  never  felt,  nor  ever  hope 
To  feel,  the  genial  vigour  of  the  fun  ! 
W-'hile  en  the  neighboring  hill  the  rcfe  inflames 
-The  verd?nt  fpring,  in  virgin  beauty  blows 
The  tender  lily  larguifningiy  fweet,  33 

O'er  ev'ry  hedge  the  wanton  woodbine  roves. 
And  autumn  ripens  in  the  fummer's  ray. 
Nor  lefs  the  warmer  living  tribes  demand 
The  fcft'ring  fun,  whofe  energy  divine 
Dwells  not  in  mortal  fire,  whole  gen'rous  heat  34.0 

Glows  thro'  the  mafs  of  groflcr  elements. 
And  kindits  info  life  the  pond'rous  fpheres  : 
Cheer'd  by  thy  kind  invigorating  wainiih 
We  court  tiiy  beams  great  Majeity  of  Day  ! 
If  not  the  foul  the  regent  of  this  world, 
Fufi-boin  of  Heav'n,  and  only  lefs  than  God  I         346 
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PNOUGH  of  Air  ;  a  defert  fubjea  now, 
Rougher  and  wilder,  rilts  to  my  fight; 
A  barren  wafte,  where  not  a  garland  grows 
To  bind  the  Mufe's  brow,  not  ev'n  a  proud 
Stupendous  folitude  frowns  o'er  the  heath,  5 

"J'o  roufe  a  noble  horror  in  the  foul, 
But  rugged  paths  fatigue,  and  Error  leads 
Thro'  endlefs  labyrintiis  the  devious  feet. 
Fure.wcll  ethereal  Fields  !   the  hum oler  arts 
Of  life,  the  Table  and  the  homely  Gods,  10 

Demand  my  (bng  :   Elyuan  Gales  adieu  ! 

The  blood,  th.e  fountain  whence  the  fpirlts  flow, 
The  gen'rous  foeam  that  waters  ev'ry  part. 
And  mocioj],  vigour,  and  warm  life,  conveys 
To  ev'ry  particle  tlut  moves  or  lives,  15 

This  vital  fluid,  thro'  unnumber'd  tubes 
Pour'd  by  the  heart,  and  to  the  heart  again 
Refunded,  fcourg'd  for  ever  round  and  round, 
Enrag'd  with  heat  and  toil,  atlaft  forgets 
Its  balmy  nature  ;  virulent  and  thin  20 

It  grows,  and  now  but  that  a  thoufand  gates 
Are  open  to  its  flight  it  would  deftroy 
The  parts  it  cherifli'd  and  repair'd  before. 
Befides,  the  flexible  and  tender  tubes 
Melt  in  the  mildeil  moll  ne-51arcous  tide  25 

That  rip'ning  Nature  roils,  as  in  the  ftream 
Its  crumbling  banks  ;  but  what  the  vital  force 
Of  p'aftic  fluids  hourly  batters  down 
That  very  force  whple  plailic  particles 
Rebuild  :  fo  mutable  the  ftate  of  man  !  30 

For  this  the  watchful  appetite  was  giv'n. 
Daily  with  frefli  materials  to  repair 
This  unavoidable  expenle  of  life. 
This  necefl^iry  wafte  of  flefti  and  blood  : 
Hence  the  conco6live  pow'rs  with  various  art  3  5 
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Subdue  the  cruder  aliments  to  chyk^, 

The  chyle  to  blood,  the  foamy  purple  tide 

To  liquors,  which  thro'  finer  arteries 

To  different  parts  their  winding  courfe  puruie, 

To  try  new  changes  and  new  form  put  on  40 

Cr  for  the  public  or  fcir.e  private  iile. 

Nothing  fo  foreign  bur  th'  athletic  hind 
Can  labour  into  blood.     The  hursgiy  uital 
Alone  he  fears,  or  aliments  too  thin, 
By  violent  pow'rs  too  eafiiy  fubdu'd  45 

Too  foon  expeird.     Kis  daily  hbfHir  tha-.vs 
To  friendly  chyle  the  moil  rebeliiiivus  mal's 
That  fait  can  harden,  or  the  fmoke  of  years  j 
Nor  does  his  goige  the  lufcious  bacon  rue. 
Nor  that  which  Ceftria  fends,  tenacious  pafte  50 

Of  folid  milk.     But  ye  cf  fofter  clay, 
Infirm  and  delicate,  and  ye  who  waite 
With  pale  and  bloated  fioth  the  cedicus  day. 
Avoid  the  ftubborn  aliment,  avoid 
The  full  rep^ft,  ar.d  let  f.igacious  Age  55 

Grcv^  wifer,  leflbn'd  by  tb.e  dropping  teeth. 

Half  fubtiliz'd  to  chyle  the  liquiti  food 
Readieft  obeys  ih'  affimilating  pow'rs. 
And  foon  the  tender  vegetable  mafs 
Kelents,  and  foon  the  young  of  tliofe  that  tread  60 

The  fteadfafr  earth,  or  cleave  the  greeu  abyfs. 
Or  pathlefs  fl^y.    And  if  the  fteer  muft  fr.li. 
In  youth  and  fanguine  vigour  let  him  die. 
Nor  ftay  till  rigid  age  or  heavy  ails 

Abfolve  him  ill-requited  from  the  yoke.  65 

Seme  with  high  forage  and  luxuriant  eafe 
Indulge  the  vet'ran  ox  ;  but  wiler  thou 
From  the  bald  mountain,  or  the  barren  downs, 
Expeft  the  flocks  by  frugal  Nature  fed, 
A  race  of  purer  blood,  with  exercife 
Refiu'd  and  fcanty  fare  ;  for,  old  or,young, 
The  ffaird  are  never  heakhy,  nor  thecr;imm'd. 
Not  all  the  culinary  arts  can  tame 
To  wholefome  food  th'  abominable  growth 
Of  reft  and  gluttony  j  the  prudent  talle  75 
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RejeiSls  like  bane  fuch  loathlbme  lufcioufnefs  ; 
The  languid  ftomach  cmTes  e'en  the  pure 
Delicious  fat,  and  all  the  race  of  oil, 
For  more  the  oily  aliniants  relax 

Its  fqeble  tone,  and  wit!i  the  eager  lymph  S« 

(Fond  to  incorporate  with  all  it  meets) 
Coyly  they  mix,  and  Hiun  with  flippVy  wiles 
The  woo'd  embrace.    Th'  irrefoluhle  oii. 
So  gentle  late  and  bland iiliing,  in  floods 
Of  rancid  bile  overflows  :  what  tumults  hence  S5 

What  horrors  rife  were  naufeous  to  relate, 
Chufe  leaner  viands,  ye  whole  jovial  make 
Too  fafl  the  gummy  nutriment  imbibes, 
Chufe  fober  meals,  and  roufe  to  ailive  life 
Your  cumbrous  clay,  nor  on  th'  enfeebling  down        5^ 
Irrefolute  protrail:  the  morning  houis  : 
But  let  the  man  wl)ofe  bones  are  thinly  clad 
With  cheerful  ealls  and  fucculent  repaft 
Improve  his  habit  if  he  can ;  for  each 
Extreme  departs  from  perfect  fanity.  95 

I  could  relate  what  table  this  demands 
Or  that  complexion,  what  the  various  pow'rs 
Of  various  I'oods ;  but  fifty  vears  would  roll 
And  fifty  more  before  the  tale  were  done. 
Befides,  there  often  lurks  fome  namelefs,  ftrange,       100 
Peculiar  thing,  nor  on  the  flcin  difplay'd. 
Felt  in  the  pulfe,  nor  in  the  habit  ken. 
Which  finds  a  poifon  in  the  food  that  mofl 
The  temperature  affeSls.     There  are  whofe  blood 
Impetuous  rages  thro'  the  turgid  veins  105 

Who  belter  bear  the  fiery  fruits  of  Ind 
Than  the  moid  melon  or  pale  cucumber : 
Of  chilly  nature  others  fly  the  board 
Supply'd  with  fiaughter,  and  the  vernal  pow'rs 
For  cooler  kinder  fuftenance  implore  :  110 

Some  ev'n  the  gen'rous  nutriment  deteft 
Which  in  the  rticll  the  fleeping  embryo  rears  r 
Some,  more  unhappy  (Hil,  repent  the  gifts 
Of  Pales,  foft,  delicious,  and  benign, 
Xhs  baliDy  quinteHence  of  evVy  flow'r,  1 1 5 
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And  ev'17  grateful  herb  that  decks  tl^.e  I'pring, 
The  foU'ring  dew  of  tender  fprcuting  life. 
The  beft  refe6lion  of  declining  age 
The  kind  reftorative  of  thofe  v/holie 
Half  dead  and  panting,  from  the  doubtful  ftrife         123 
Of  nature  ftruggling  in  the  grafp  of  death. 
Try  all  the  bounties  of  this  fertib  globe 
There  is  not  fuch  a  falutary  food 
As  fuits  with  ev'ry  liomach  ;  but  (except 
Amid  the  mingled  mafs  of  fi(h  and  fowl,  125 

And  boilM  and  bak'd  you  hefitate,  by  which 
You  funk  opprefs'd,  or  whether  not  by  all) 
Taught  by  experience  foon  youmay  difcern 
What  pleafes,  what  offends.     Avoid  the  cates 
That  lull  the  f.cken'd  appetite  too  long,  15a 

Or  heave  with  fev'rifh  flufhings  all  the  face, 
Burn  in  the  palms,  and  parch  the  rough"'ni)jg  tongue, 
Or  much  diminifn  or  too  much  increafe 
Th'  cxpenfe  which  Nature's  wie  economy 
Without  or  wade  or  avarice  mainiains.  135 

Such  cates  abjur'd  let  prowling  Hunger  loofe, 
And  bid  the  curious  palate  roam  at  will ; 
They  fcarce  can  err  amid  the  various  ftores 
That  burft  the  teeming  entrails  of  the  world. 

Led  by  fagacious  tafte  the  ruthlefs  king  140 

Of  beads  on  blood  and  flaughter  only  lives  j 
The  tiger,  formed  alike  to  cruel  meals, 
Would  at  the  manger  ftarve  ;  of  milder  feeds 
The  gen'rous  horfe  to  herbage  and  to  grain 
Confines  his  v^'ifli,  tho'  fabling  Greece  refound  14.5 

The  Thracian  fteeds  with  human  carnage  v.'ild. 
Prompted  by  inftincfs  never-erring  pow'r 
Each  creature  knows  its  proper  aliment  j 
But  man,  th'  iJihabitant  of  ev'ry  clime, 
With  all  the  commoners  of  Nature  feeds.  159 

Direfted,  bounded,  by  his  pow'r  within 
Their  cravings  are  well-aim'd.     Voluptuous  man 
Is  by  fuperior  faculties  mifled, 
Milled  from  pleal'ure  e'en  in  queft  of  joy. 
Sated  with  NaLurt'i  boons,  what  thouiands  feek,       155 
C 
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With  diflies  tortur'd  from  theif  r^.3t'rve  talte 

And  mad  variety,  to  fpur  beyond 

Its  wifcr  will  the  jaded  appttrte  ! 

Is  tiiis  for  pleadire?  learn  a  jwftt r  tafte, 

And  know  that  tempVance  ta  mre  krxury  :  i6o 

Or  is  it  pride  ?  pnrfue  lome  nobkr  atm  j 

Difinils  your  parafites  who  praife  for  hire, 

And  earn  the  fair  cdcem  of  honeft  men, 

Whofc  praife  is  fame.    ForiTi'd  of  fuch  cJay  as  yovir's 

The  fick,  the  nced^',  raiver  at  your  g?tes  y  105 

E'en  modeft:  Want  may  bifefs  yom-  hsffid  vmfeen, 

Tno'  iuiiii'd  in  patient  wrerchecinefs  at  home. 

Is  tiiere  no  virgin  grac\i  with  ev'ry  charm 

But  that  which  bi:,ds  the  mercenary  vow? 

No  youth  of  genius,  whofe  negfeited  blcom  170 

Unfoiler'd,  fickens  in'  the  barren  fliadc  ? 

Nor  worthy  man  by  Fortunes  random  blows. 

Or  by  a  heart  too  gen'rous  and  hnmane, 

Conltrain'd  to  leave  his  hnnpy  natal"  feat, 

And  figh  for  wants  more  biiter  than  his  own  ?  175 

There  are,  whde  human  miferies  abound, 

A  th^ufand  wavs  to  walte  iujierfiuous  wealth. 

Without  one  fool  or  flatt'rcr  at  yoiu'  board. 

Without  one  hour  of  ficknei's  or  difgutt. 

But  other  ills  th'  ambiguous  feaft  purfue,  i3o 

Btfidts  provoking  the  laicivious  talfe. 
Such  various  foods,  tho'  harmlvfs"  ea'ch  alcne, 
Each  other  V^iorate,  and  oft'  we  fee, 
What  ffrifc  is  brew'd,  and  what  pernicious  bane 
From  combination?  of  innoxious  things.  185 

Th'  unbounded  talfe  I  mean  not  to  confine 
To,hermi!:'s  Diet,  needleisiy  fevere  ; 
But  would  you  long  the  iV/ects  of  Health  enjoy, 
Or  hu(band  pleafure,  at  one  inS-j^ious  meal 
Exhauft  not  half  the  bonnties  of  the  year  190 

Of  evVy  realm.     It  rruitt^rs'  not  mean  while 
How  murh  to-morrow  differ  fj'oi'rt  to  day  j 
So  far  indulge  :   it  is  tit  belid'esthat  man, 
To  change  obnoxious,  be  to  change  ir.ui'd  ; 
Bjt  liay  the  curious  appetite;  and  taicc:  . 
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With  caution  fruits  you  never  tiy'd  before  : 
For  want  of  ufe  tbe  kinoeft  aliment 
Soinetimes  offends,  wkiie  cuftom  tames  tlie  r?.g.e 
Of  poifon  to  milci  amity  witii  lifp. 

S.O  Hciav'n  has  for^i'd  us  to  the  general  tafte  200 

Of  ail  its  gifts,  iQ  cuAom  has  improvM 
This  b;rnt  of  Nature,  that  few  firjjple  foods 
Of  all  that  earth,  or  air,  or  ocean  yield, 
But  by  excels  offend.    Beyond  the  fenfe 
Of  iip;ht  refe6}ion  at  the  genial  hoard  205 

Induioe  not  often,  nor  protraft  the  feafl 
To  dull  fatiety,  tdl  foft  and  flow 
A  drowfy  death  creeps  on  th'  expanfive  foul, 
OpprelVd  and  iiuorher'd  the  celeliial  fij-e. 
The  ftomach  urg'd  beyond  its  aciive  tone  21® 

Hardly  to  nutiimental  c)iy!e  IbbJues 
The  fofttft  food  ;  unfin'.fli'd  and  deprav'd, 
The  chyle  in  all  its  futuie  wanderings  owns 
Its  tu:  hid  Ibuntain,  nor  by  purer  ftreams 
So  to  be  clear'd  but  foulnefs  wjil  remain.  ai5 

To  fparkling  wine  what  ferment  can  exalt 
Th'  unripen'd  grape  ?  or  what  mechanic  fkill 
Froiw  the  crude  ore  can  fpin  the  du6file  gold  ? 

Grois  riot  treafures  up  a  wealthy  fund 
Qf  plagues,  but  more  immenicable  ills  220 

Attend  the  lean  extreme  j  for  phyfic  knows 
How  to  difburden  the  too  tumid  veins, 
E'en  how  to  ripen  the  half-labour'd  biood  ? 
But  to  unlopk  the  elemental  tubes 
Collaps'd  and  fnrunk  with  long  inanity,  425 

And  with  baliamic  nutriment  repair 
Tne  (iryM  ami  worn-out  habu,  were  to  bid 
Old  age  grow  green,  and  wear  a  fecond  fpring. 
Or  tile  tail  alh  long  ravifu'd  from  the  foil 
Ti'.ro'  whither'd  veins  imbibe  the  vernal  dew.  230 

When  hunger  calls  obey,  nor  often  wait 
Till  hunger  fliarpen  to  corrofive  pain  j 
For  tlie  keen  appetite  will  feall  beyond 
What  nature  well  can  bear,  and  one  extreme 
Ne'er  without  danger  meets  its  own  reverfe,  135 

C  2 
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Too  greedily  th'  exhaufted  veins  abforb 
The  recent  chyle,  and  load  enfeebled  pow'rs 
Oft'  to  th'  extinction  of  the  vital  flame. 
To  the  pale  cities  by  the  iirm-fet  iiege 
And  famine  humbled  may  this  verfe  be  borne  ;         240 
And  hear  ye  hardieft  Sons  that  Albion  breeds, 
Long  tofs'd  and  famKh'd  on  the  wat'y  main ! 
The  war  fliook  off,  or  hofpitable  fhore 
Attain'd,  with  temperance  bear  the  fhcck  of  joy, 
Nor  crown  with  feliive  rites  th'  aufpicious  day  j         245 
Such  feafl:  might  prove  more  fatal  than  the  waves, 
Than  war  or  famine.     While  the  vital  fire 
Burns  feebly,  heap  not  the  green  fuel  on, 
But  prudently  foment  the  wand'ring  fpark 
Withi  what  the  fooneft  feeds  its  kindred  touch  :  250 

Be  frugal  e'en  of  that  5  a  little  give 
At  firft,  that  kindled  add  a  little  more, 
Till  by  delih'rate  nourifliing  the  flame 
Reviv'd  with  all  its  wonted  vigour  glows. 

But  tho'  the  two  (the  full  and  the  jejune)  455 

Extremes  have  each  their  vice,  it  much  avails 
Ever  with  gentle  tide  to  ebb  and  flow 
From  this  to  that ;  To  nature  learns  to  bear 
Whatever  chance  or  headlong  appetite 
May  bring.    Befides,  a  meagre  day  fubdues  260 

The  cruder  clods  by  floth  or  luxuiy 
Ccllefted,  and  unloads  the  wheels  of  life. 
Sometimes  a  coy  averfion  to  the  feaft 
Comes  on  while  yet  no  blacker  omen  lowers  ; 
Then  is  a  time  to  fhun  the  tempting  board,  265 

Were  it  your  natal  or  your  nuptial  day  : 
Perhaps  a  faft  lb  feafonable  ftarves 
The  latent  feeds  of  woe,  which  rooted  once 
Might  coft  you  labour  :  but  the  day  return'd 
Of  fcftal  luxury,  the  wife  indulge  270 

Mod  in  the  tender  vegetable  breed  ; 
Then  chiefly  when  the  fummer  beams  inflame 
The  brazen  heav'ns,  or  angry  Sirius  flieds 
A  fev'rifli  taint  thro'  the  (till  gulf  of  air  ; 
The  moift  cool  viands  then,  and  flowing  cup  275 
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From  the  frefh  dairy -viigin's  lib'ral  hand, 
Will  face  your  head  (rem  harm  tho'  round  the  vvcrld 
The  dreaiitd  cawlbs*  roil  his  v^afteful  fires. 
Palt  humid  Winter  loves  the  gen'rcus  board, 
The  meal  more  copious,  and  a  warmer  fare.  aSo 

And  longs  with  old  wcod  and  old  wine  to  cheer 
His  quaking  heart.    The  lealbns  which  divide 
Th'  empires  of  hpat  and  cold,  by  neither  claim'd, 
Infliienc'd  by  both,  a  middle  regimen 
Impole.    Thro' autumn's  languifiiing  dom.ain  2S5 

Defcending  Nature  by  degrees  invites 
To  glowing  luxury  :   but  from  the  depth 
or  winter,  when  th'  invigorated  year 
Emerges,  when  Favonius,  flufli'd  with  love, 
Toyful  and  young,  in  ev'ry  breeze  delcends  290 

Mpre  warm  and  vvanton  on  his  kindling  bride, 
Then  Shep'i'.crds  '  then  begin  to  (pare  your  flocks. 
And  learn  with  wiic  iiumaaity  to  check 
The  iuit  6t  bipod.    Now  pi'egnant  earth  commits 
A  various  offspring  lo  th'  mdulfient  fky,  295 

NoNjv  bounteous  Nature  feeds  with  lavilh  hand 
The  prone  creation,  yields  what  once  fuffic'd 
'J'heir  dainty  fovc'reign  when  the  world  was  young, 
Ere  yet  th.e  b^b'rous  thirft  of  blood  had  feized 
Tlie  human  breaft. — Each  rolling  month  matures 
The  food  that  luits  it  moil;  lb  does  each  clime.  301 

Far  in  the  ho^rrsd  realms  of  Winter,  where 
Th'  eftabi  uVd  ocean  heaps  a  monftrous  wafte 
Ot  fliining  Jocks  and  mountains  to  the  pole, 
Tiiere  lives  a  hardy  race,  wiioie  plaineli  wants  305 

R^lentlefs  eai  th,  their  crui  1  tlep-mother. 
Regards  tipt.  On  the  waue  of  iron  fields 
Untam'd,  intrailable,  no  harvcfts  wave  ; 
Pomona  hat,es  them,  ami  the  clowiiifh  god 
V/ho  tends  the  garden.   In  this  frozen  world  310 

Such  cooling  gitts  were  vain  ;  a  fifter  meal 
Is  earn'd  with  eai^,  for  Ivere  the  fruitful  fpawn 
Of  ocean  f'wajms,  and  heaps  iheir  genial  board 
Wjtii  gcri'icyj  fareatnd  luxury  profufe.  315 

*  The  burni'.ig  fever. 

c  ^ 
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Thefe  are  their  bread,  the  only  bread  they  know, 
Thefe  and  their  willing  fave  the  deer,  that  crops 
7"he  flirubby  herbage  on  their  meagre  hills. 
Girt  by  the  burning  zone  not  thus  the  South 
Her  fwarthy  Tons  in  either  Jnd  maintains, 
Or  thirfty  Libya,  from  whole  fervid  loins  32.9 

The  lion  burfts,  and  ev'ry  fiend  that  roams 
Th'  affrighted  wildernefs.     The  mountain  herd 
Aduft  and  dry  no  (Weet  repaft  affords, 
Nor  does  the  tepid  main  fuch  kinds  produce, 
So  perfect,  fu  delicious,  as  the  flioals  325 

Of  icy  Zembla.     Radily  where  the  blood 
Brews  fev^rifn  frays,  where  fcarce  the  tubes  fuftaln 
Its  tuinid  fervov-r  and  tempeftuous  courfe, 
Kind  Nature  tempts  not  to  fuch  gifts  as  thefe  : 
But  here  in  livid  ripenefs  melts  the  grape,  330 

Here  finifa'd  by  invigorating  funs, 
Thro'  the  green  fliade  the  golden  orange  glows, 
Spontaneous  j  here  the  turgid  melon  yields 
A  generous  pulp,  the  coco  fwells  on  high 
V/ith  milky  riches,  and  in  horrid  mail  335 

The  crifp  anana  wraps  its  poignant  fweets. 
Earth's  vaunted  progeny  !  in  ruder  air 
Too  coy  to  flourifh,  ev'n  too  proud  to  live. 
Or  hardly  raised  by  artificial  fire 

To  vapid  life:  here  wiih  a  mother's  fmile  340 

Glad  Amalthea  pours  her  copious  horn ; 
Here  buxom  Ceres  reigns  ;  th'  autumnal  fea 
In  bcundlefs  billows  fiu6\uates  e'er  their  plains  ; 
What  fuits  the  climate  bell,  what  fuits  the  men. 
Nature  profuies  mod,  and  moft  the  tafte  345 

Demands.     The  fountain  edg'd  with  racy  wine 
Or  acid  fruit  bedews  their  thirfty  fouls; 
The  breeze  eternal  breathing  round  their  limbs 
Supports  in  elfe  intolerable  air, 

While  the  cool  ]-alm,  the  plantain,  and  the  grove      35® 
That  waves  on  gloomy  Lebanon,  afiliage 
The  torrid  hell  that  beams  upon  their  heads. 

I?Iow  come  ye  Naiads !   to  the  fountains  lead  } 
Now  let  me  wander  thro'  your  gelid  reign  j 
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I  burn  to  view  th'  enthiifiaftic  wilds  555 

By  mortal  elfe  untrod.     I  hear  the  din 
Of  waters  thundVing  o'er  the  ruin'd  cliffs ; 
With  holy  rev'rence  I  approach  the  rocks 
Whence  glide  the  ftreams  lenown'd  in  ancient  fong. 
Here  from  the  defert  down  the  rumbling  fteep  360 

Firft  fprings  the  Nile,  here  burfts  the  founding  Po 
In  angry  waves,  Euphrates  hence  devolves 
A  mighty  flood  to  water  half  the  eaft, 
And  tiiere  in  Gothic  foiitude  reciin'd 
The  cheerlei's  Tanais  pours  his  hoary  urn.  365. 

What  folemn  twilight !  what  ftupendous  fiiades 
Inwrap  thefe  infant  floods  I   thro'  ev'ry  nerve 
A  facred  horror  thrills,  a  pleafing  fear 
Glides  o'er  my  frame.     T);e  foreft  deepens  round. 
And  more  gigantic  ftill  th'  impending  trees  370 

Stretch  their  extravagant  arms  athwar'c  the  gloom  I 
Are  thefe  the  confines  of  fome  Fairy  world, 
A  land  of  Genii  ?  Say  beyond  theie  wiids 
What  unknown  nations  ?  if  indeed  beyond 
Aught  habitable  lies ;   and  whither  leads,  37S 

To  what  ftrange  regions,  or  of  blifs  or  pain, 
That  fubterraneous  way  ?  Propitious  Maids  ! 
Condu^l  me  while  with  fearful  fteps  I  trend 
This  trembling  ground.     The  taf-c  remains  to  fing 
Your  gifts,  (fo  Ps^on,  fo  the  Pow'rs  of  Health,        380 
C:nnmand)  to  prailii  your  crylral  element, 
The  chief  ingredient  in  Heav'n's  various  works, 
V/hofe  flexile  genius  fparkles  in  the  gem, 
Grows  firm  in  oak,  and  fugitive  in  wine. 
The  vehicle,  the  fource  of  nutriment,  3S5 

And  life  to  all  that  vegetate  or  live. 

O  comfortable  Streams !   with  eager  lips, 
And  trembling  hand  the  languid  ihirfty  quaff 
New  life  in  you  j  fiefti  vigour  fills  their  veins. 
No  warmer  cups  the  rural  ages  knew,  39a 

None  warmer  ibugiit  the  fues  of  liumankind  : 
Happy  in  temp'rate  peace  theu-  equal  days 
Felt  not  th'  airernate  fits  of  fev'rUh  mirth 
And  fick  deje6\ion  ;  ftUi  ferenc  and  pieas'd 
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They  knew  no  pains  but  what  the  tender  Ibul  355 

With  piealbre  yields  to,  and  would  ne'er  toiget : 
Bleft  with  divine  iminuniiy  iVom  ails 
Long  centuries  they  liv'd  ;  their  only  fate 
Was  ripe  old  age,  and  rather  fieep  than  death. 
Oh  !  could  thoi'e  worthies  from  the  world  of  god$ 
Return  to  vifit  their  degen'rate  ions,  401 

How  would  they  I'corn  the  joys  of  modern  time, 
With  all  our  art  and  toil  improv'd  to  piin  ! 
Too  happy  they  !  but  wealth  brought  luxury, 
Ar.d  luxury  on  fioth  begot  difeafc.  405 

Learn  temp'rance  Friends !  and  hear  without  difdain 
The  choice  of  water.     Thus  the  Coan  fage  * 
Opin'd,  and  thus  the  learn 'd  of  ev'ry  fchoul : 
What  leaft  of"  foreign  principles  partakes 
Is  beil ;  the  li-^/hteft  then  what  bears  the  touch  410 

OF  fire  the  It  ait,  and  fooneil  mounts  in  air  j 
The  moft  infipid,  the  moft  voi<l  of  fmell. 
Such  the  rude  mountains  from  his  horrid  fides 
Pours  down,  fuch  waters  in  the  fandy  vale 
^or  ever  boil,  ahke  of  winter  froils,  415 

And  fummer's  heat  fecure.     The  cryHal  flream 
Thro'  rocks  reibunding,  or  for  many  a  mile 
O'er  the  chaf'd  pebbLes  hurl'd,  yields  wholefome,'pure, 
And  mellow  draughrs,  except  when  winter  thaws. 
And  lialf  rhe  mountains  mck  into  the  tide.  420 

Tho'  thuft  were  e'er  fo  refolute  avoid 
The  fordid  lake,  and  all  luch  drowfy  floods 
As  fill  from  Lethe  Belgians  flow  canals, 
(V/ith  reft  coirupt,  wich  vegetation  green, 
Sijualid  with  generation  ar,d  the  birth  425 

Of  little  tnonfters)  till  the  pow'rof  fire 
Has  fioni  profane  embraces  diieng3g''d 
The  violated  lympli.     The  virgin  (beam 
In  boiling  waftes  its  iiner  ibul  in  air. 

Nothing  like  fnr.ple  element  dilutes  430 

The  food,  or  gives  the  chyle  10  foon  to  flow  : 
But  where  the  If  niach,  indolent  and  cold, 
Toys  with  its  duty,  animate  with  wii.e 
*  Hippocrates. 
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Tir  Infipid  Iheam,  tho'  golden  Ceres  yields 
A  more  voluptuous,  a  mure  fprightly  draught,         4.35 
Perhaps  m.ore  active:  wine  unmix'd,  and  ail 
The  gluy  floods  that  from  the  vex'd  abyfs 
Of  fermentation  fprir.g,  with  fpirit  fraugi  t, 
And  furious  witii  intoxicating  fire, 
Retard  concoclion,  and  preferve  unthaw'd  44» 

Th'  embody'd  mafs.     You  fee  what  countlefs  years, 
Embalm'd  in  fiery  quintefience  of  wine, 
The  puny  wonders  of  the  reptile  world. 
The  tender  rudiments  of  life,  the  film 
Unravel! ings  of  minute  anatomy,  44.5 

Maintain  their  texture  and  unchang'd  remain. 

We  curfe  not  wine  ;  the  vile  excefs  we  biame, 
TvTore  fruitful  than  th'  accumulated  board 
Of  pain  and  mifery  ;  for  the  fubtile  draught 
Fafter  and  furer  fwells  the  vital  tide,  450 

And  with  more  active  pcifon  than  the  floods 
Of  grofler  crudity  convey  pervades 
The  far  remote  meanders  of  our  frame. 
Ah  !  fly  Deceiver  !  branded  o'er  and  o'er. 
Yet  ft:ill  bel.ev'd  !  exulting  o'er  the  wrcclc  455 

Of  fober  vows  ! — But  the  Parnafilan  Maids 
Another  time  perhaps  fiiall  fmg  the  joys, 
The  fatal  chnms,  t'wemany  woes,  of  wine, 
Perhaps  its  v.^rious  tribes  and  various  pcw'rs.* 

Meantime  I  wouki  not  always  dread  tiie  bowl, 
Nor  ev'ry  treipafs  fliun.     Tiie  fev'rifli  ftrife  461 

Rous'd  by  the  rare  debauch  fubdues,  expels, 
The  loit'ring  crudities  that  burden  life. 
And  like  a  torrent  full  and  rapid  clears 
Th' obftru6>ed  tubes.     Befides,  this  reftlefs  world    465 
Is  full  of  chances,  v/hich  by  habit's  pow'r 
To  learn  to  bear  is  eafier  than  to  fliun. 
Ah!  when  ambition,  meagre  love  of  gold. 
Or  facred  country,  calls  with  mellowing  wine 
To  moiften  well  the  thirRy  fuffrages,  470 

Say  how,  unfeaibn'd  to  the  midnight  frays 
Of  Comus  and  his  rout,  wilt  thou  contend 


4  See  Book  IV. 
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With  Centaurs  long  to  hardy  deexls  inuiM  ? 
Then  learn  to  revel,  but  by  flow  degrees  j 
By  flow  degrees  the  lib'ral  arts  are  won,  475 

And  Hercules  giew  Ihong.     But  when  you  fmooth 
The  brows  of  Care  indulge  your  f'efrive  vein 
In  cups  by  well-infcrm'd  experience  found 
The  lea»t  your  bane,  and  only  with  your  friends  : 
There  are  (wett  follies,  frailties,  to  be  ijeen  4.S0 

By  friends  alone,  and  men  of  genVous  minds. 

Oh  ieldom  may  the  fated  hours  return 
Of  drinking  deep  !   I  would  not  daily  tafie, 
Except  when  life  declines,  ev'n  fober  cups. 
Wirak  withering  Age  no  rigid  law  foibiils  485 

With  fi  ugal  nectar  !mooth  and  flow,  with  balm, 
The  faplels  habit  daily  to  bedew, 
And  give  the  hefitating  wheels  of  life 
Gliblier  to  play,  but  youth  iias  better  joys  ; 
And  is  it  wiie  when  youth  with  pleafure  flows  490 

To  fquander  the  reliefs  ot  age  and  pain  ? 

What  dex'trous  thoufands  juft  within  the  goal 
Of  wild  debauch-direft  their  nightly  courle  ! 
Perhaps  no  fickly  qualms  bedim  t'r.eir  days, 
No  morning  admoiitions  fhock  the  head  j  495 

But  ail  what  woes  reniain  !   life  rcWs  apace, 
And  that  incurable  difeafe  eld  age. 
In  youthful  bodies  more  ftverely.  tcif, 
More  (ternly  active,  fliakes  their  blafted  piirr.e. 
Except  kind  Nature  by  fome  h ally  blow  5C0 

Prevent  tlie  lingering  Fates :  for  know  whatever 
Beyond  its  natural  lei  vcur  hurries  on 
The  fanguine  tide,  wiieiher  the  frequent  bowl, 
lligh-leafon'd  fare,  or  extrcife  to  toil 
Protracted,  fpurs  to  its  lalt  iiage  tir\]  life,  505 

And  fows  the  temples  with  unumely  iiiow. 
When  life  is  new  the  du6tiie  fibres  feel 
The  heart's  increafmg  force,  and  day  by  day 
The  growth  advances,  till  the  larger  tubes 
Acquiring  (irom  their*  elemental  veins  510 

♦  In  the  human  body  as  ivell  as  in  thofe  of  other  animal'?   the  larper  bloo.1 
vedels  are  toir.poled  or  fmaller  ojiesj.wbicb  by  the  violent  n.oUon  and  prtTture 
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CondensM  to  iolid  chords)  a  firmer  tone, 
Sullain,  and  j\.xh  luftain,  th'  Impetuous  blood  : 
Here  ftops  the-  growth.     With  overbearing  pulfe 
And  prcflure  ffili  the  great  deftroy  the  Imail, 
Still  with  the  ruins  of  ihe  fmall  grow  ftrong  :  515 

Life  glows  meantime  amid  the  grinding  force 
Of  vil(:ou3  fluids  and  elaftic  tubes  ; 
Its  various  functions  vigorous  afe  ply'd 
By  ftrong  machinery,  and  in  Iblid  Health 
The  man  confirmed  kmg  triumphs  o'er  difeafe.  520 

But  t!ie  full  ocean  ebbs  :   there  is  a  point 
Bv  Nature  fix'd  whence  liie  muft  downward  tend; 
For  Hill  the  beating  tide  conlblidates 
The  ftubborn  velTeis,  more  reiuaant  uill 
To  tht;  weak  throbs  of  tlr  ill  lupuorted  heart:  525 

This  languifhing,  thei'e  ftrength'ning,  by  degrees 
To  hard  unyielding,  uneiauic  bone  ; 
Tiiro'  tedious  channels  the  congealing  flood 
Crawls  lazily,  and  hardly  wanders  on  j 
It  loiters  ilill,  and  now  it  fi^irs  no  more.  530 

This  is  the  period  few  attain,  the  death 
O:  Nature.     Tnus  (to  Hi^av'n  orti?.in'd  it)  life 
Dclboys  itfelf ;  and  could  theie  laws  have  chang'd 
Nelfcr  might  now  the  fates  of  Troy  relate, 
And  Homer  live  immortrd  as  his  long.  535 

What  does  not  fade?  The  tow'r  that  long  had  flood 
Tiie  crufli  of  tliunder,  a!id  the  warring  winds 
Shook  by  the  flow  but  fure  deftroycr  Time, 
Now  hangs  in  doubtful  ruins  o'er  its  ba(e, 
And  flinty  pyramids,  and  walls  of  brafs  540 

Cefcend.     The  Babylonian  I'pires  are  funk  j 
Achaia,  Rome,  and  Egypt,  moulder  down. 
Tmie  fliakes  the  flabie  tyranny  of  thrones, 
And  tott'rmg  empires  rufh  by  their  own  weight. 
This  huge  rotundity  we  tread  grows  old,  545 

of  the  fluid';  in  the  large  vefi'els  !ofe  their  cavities  by  degree?,  and  degensrat; 
into  impervious  chords  o:  ^tres.  In  propor;;cn  as  thefe  fsr.alJ  vefiels  become 
fuiid  the  Ur^tr  muitof  c  -rle  grow  lefs  exceKfive,  more  rigid,  aij;l  inak^'  a 
ftro:j'  er  refi-.ancs  to  the  aftioii  ot'the  heart  a-ui  force  of  the"blood.  From  rhii 
gracuai  condenraUoa  of  the  imaller  ve(r;rl3,  a:>d  confcijuent  rigidity  of  The 
larger  ones,  the  progrefs  af  tfee  Ijumau  boiJy  from  iaunc/  to  old  a^e  is  ac- 
counted lor.  , 
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And  all  thole  worlds  that  roil  around  the  I'un, 
The  fun  himlcU,  Ihall  die,  and  ancient  Niglit 
Again  involve  the  delblate  abyfs, 
Till  the  great  Father  thro'  the  lifelefs  gloom 
Extend  his  arm  to  light  anoiher  world,  5j 

And  bid  new  planets  roll  by  other  laws : 
For  thro'  the  regions  of  unbounded  fpace. 
Where  unconfin'd  Omnipotence  has  room. 
Being  in  various  fyftems  flucluates  (till 
Between  creation  and  abhorrM  decay  j  ^^^ 

It  ever  did,  perhaps,  and  ever  will : 
New  worlds  are  ftill  emerging  From  the  deep. 
The  old  defcending  in  their  turns  to  rife,  55S 

THE 

ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH. 
BOOK  III.    EXERCISE. 

'TpHRO'  various  toils  th'  adventurous  Mufe  has  pad. 

But  halt  the  toil,  and  more  than  half,  remains. 
Rude  in  her  theme,  and  hardly  fit  for  fong, 
Plain,  and  of  little  ornament,  and  I 
But  little  practised  in  th'  Acnian  arts  :  ^ 

Yet  not  in  vain  fuch  Labours  have  we  try'J 
If  aught  thefe  Lays  the  fickle  Health  confirm. 
To  ycu  3'e  Delicate  !  I  write,  for  you 
I  tame  n^y  youth  to  philofcphic  cares. 
And  grow  ftill  paler  by  the  midnight  lamps,  19 

Not  to  debilitate  with  tim'rous  rules 
A  hardy  frame,  nor  needlefoly  to  brave 
Unglorious  dangers,  proud  of  mortal  ftrength. 
Is  ail  the  lefibn  that  in  wholefome  years 
Concerns  the  lirong.     His  care  were  ill  beftow'd         15 
Who  would  with  waim  effeminacy  nurfe 
The  thriving  oak,  which  on  the  mountain's  brow 
Bears  all  the  blafts  that  fweep  the  wintry  heav'n. 

Behold  the  lab'rer  of  the  glebe,  who  toils 
In  duli,  in  raiii,  in  cold,  and  fuitry  fKies  ; 
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Save  but  the  grain  from  mildews  and  tiie  floodj 
Nought  anxious  he  what  Ikkly  ftars  afcend. 
He  ktiows  no  laws  by  ^Iculaplus  giv'n. 
He  ftudies  none  j  yet  him  nor  midnight  fogs 
Infefr,  nor  thole  envenomed  Hiatts  that  fly  »5 

When  rapid  Sirius  fires  th'  autumnal  noon. 
His  habit  pure,  wich  plain  and  temperate  meals, 
Robuft  with  labour,  and  by  cuftom  Heti'd 
To  ev'ry  cafualty  of  vary'd  life, 

Serene  he  bears  the  peevifh  eaftern  blafi-,  30 

And  uninfe6ted  breathes  the  mortal  fouth. 
Such  the  reward  of  rude  and  fober  liie, 
Of  labour  fuch.  By  health  the  peafant'i;  toil 
Is  well  repaid,  if  extrcife  were  pain 
Indeed,  and  temp'rance  pain.  By  arts  like  thefe  35 

Laconia  nurs'd  of  old  her  hardy  Tons, 
And  Rome's  unconquer'd  legions  urgM  their  way 
Unhurt  thro'ev^ry  toil,  in  tv^ry  clime. 

Toil  and  be  flrong.     By  toil  the  flaccid  nerves 
Grow  firm,  and  gain  a  mure  compacSled  tone  j  43 

The  greener  juices  are  by  toil  fubdu'd, 
Mellow'd,  and  fuhtiliz'd,  tht  vapid  old 
Expeird,  and  all  the  rancour  of  the  blood. 
Come  my  companions  1  ye  who  feel  the  charmJ 
Of  Nature  and  the  year  ;  come,  let  us  f^iay  45 

Where  chance  or  fancy  leads  our  roving  walk  j 
Come  while  the  foft  voluptuous  breezes  fan 
The  fleecy  heav'ns,  inwrap  the  lunbs  in  balm. 
And  filed  a  charming  languor  o'er  the  foul } 
Nor  when  bright  winter  fnows  with  prickly  frofi:       5a 
The  vig'rous  ether,  in  unmanly  warmth 
Indulge  at  home,  noi-  e'en  when  Eurus'  bhfts 
This  v^'ay  and  that  convolve  the  laboring  woods. 
My  lib'ral  walks,  fave  when  the  fkies  in  rain 
Or  fogs  relent,  no  lenfon  fiiouid  confine  £  p 

Or  to  the  cloifter'd  gaU'ry  or  arcade. 
Go  climb  the  mountains  ;  from  fh'  ethereal  fource 
Imbibe  the  lece.nt  gnle.  The  cheerful  morn 
Beams  o'er  the  hills  ;  go  mount  th'  exulting  fleed  ; 
Already  fee  the  deepmouth'd  beagles  catch  Go 
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The  tainted  mazes,  and  en  eager  fport 

Intent,  with  emulous  impatience  try 

Each  doubtful  trace:  or  if  a  nobler  prey 

Delight  you  more,  go  chafe  the  defp'raie  deer. 

And  thro""  its  deepeft  folitudes  awake  65 

The  vocal  foreft  with  the  jovial  horn. 

But  if  the  breathkfs  chafe  o'er  hill  and  dale 
Exceed  your  ftrength,  a  fport  of  lefs  fatigue, 
Not  lefs  delightful,  the  proline  ftream 
Affords.  The  cryftal  riv'let  that  o'er  70 

A  (tony  channel  rolls  its  rapid  maze 
.Swarms  with  the  filver  fry  :   fuch  thro'  the  bounds 
Ot  pall'ral  Stafford  runs  the  brawling  Trent ; 
Such  Eden,  fprung  from  Cumbrian  mountain  ;  fuch 
The  Eflc,  o'erhung  with  woods  :  and  fuch  the  ftream 
On  wliolis  Arcadian  banks  I  firft  drew  air,  7C 

Liddsl.  till  now,  except  in  Doric  lays, 
Tun'd  to  her  murmurs  by  her  lovefick  fwains. 
Unknown  in  fong,  tho'  not  a  purer  ftream  79 

Thro""  meads  more  flow'ry  or  more  romantic  groves 
Rolls  towards  the  weftern  main.  Hail  facred  Flood  ! 
May  fiill  thy  hofpitable  fwains  be  bleft 
In  rural  innocence,  thj'^  mountains  ftill 
Teem  with  the  fleecy  race,  thy  tuneful  woods 
For  ever  flourifli,  and  thy  vales  look  gay  8j 

With  painted  meadows  and  the  golden  grain  ; 
Qfi'  with  thy  blooming  fons,  when  life  was  new, 
Sportive  and  petulant,  and  charm'd  with  toys. 
In  tiiy  tranfparent  eddiies  have  I  lav'd, 
OW  trac'd  with  patient  fteps  thy  Fairy  banks,  50 

With  the  wc:ll  imitated  fly  tohcok 
The  eager  trout,  and  v^ith  the  llender  line 
And  yielding  rod  folicit  to  the  fhore 
The  ftrugghng  panting  prey,  while  vernal  clouds 
And  tepid  gale;?  obfcur^d  tiie  rtiffled  pool,  95 

And  from  the  deeps  callM  forth  the  v/antcn  fwarms. 

Eorm'd  on  the  Samian  fchoc!,  or  thole  of  Ind 
Tliere  are  who  think  thefe  pallimes  Icarce  humane  : 
Yet  in  my  mind  (and  not  relentiefs  I) 
HiS  life  is  nure  that  wears  Sio  fouler  (tains.  300 
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But  if  thro'  genuine  tendernefs  of  ht^it, 
Or  fecret  want  of  rel'.fii  for  the  game. 
You  fliun  the  glories  of  the  chafe,  nor  care 
To  haunt  the  peopled  ftream,  the  garden  yields 
A  foft  amafement,  an  humane  delight,  105 

Toraife  th'  infipid  nature  of  the  ground. 
Or  tame  it's  favage  genius  to  the  grace 
Of  carelefs  fweet  rufticity,  that  feems 
The  amiable  refult  of  happy  chance, 
Is  to  create,  and  gives  a  godlike  joy  no 

Which  ev'ry  year  improves.   Nor  thou  difdalii 
To  check  the  lawlefs  riot  of  the  trees. 
To  plant  the  grove,  or  turn  the  barren  mould. 
O  happy  he,  whom  when  his  years  decline 
(His  fortune  and  his  fa^ne  by  worthy  means  1 15 

Attained,  and  equal  to  his  moderate  mind. 
His  life  approv'd  by  all  the  wife  and  good, 
E'en  envy'd  by  the  vain)  the  peaceful  groves 
Of  Epicurus  from  this  ftormy  world 
Receive  to  reii,  of  ail  ungrateful  cares  120 

Abfolv'd,  and  i'acred  from  the  felnfii  crowd  ! 
Happieft  of  men  1  if  the  fame  foil  invites 
A  chofen  few,  companions  of  his  youth, 
Once  fellow  rakes  perhaps,  now  rural  friends. 
With  whom  in  eafy  commerce  to  purfiie  125 

Nature's  free  charms,  and  vie  for  fylvan  fame  j 
A  fair  ambition,  void  of  ftrife  or  guile. 
Or  jealoufy  or  pain  to  be  outdone  j 
Who  plans  th'  enchanted  gardeit,  who  directs 
The  vifto  belf,  and  belt  conducls  t'r.c  dream,  1 30 

Whofe  groves  tlie  fafteli  thicken  and  afcend. 
Whom  fii it  the  welcome  fpring  falutes,  wlio  fliews 
The  earlieil  bloom,  the  fweeteit,  proudell  charms 
Of  Flora,  who  beft  gives  Pomona's  juice 
To  match  the  Iprightly  genius  of  Champaign.  1 35 

Thrice  happy  days  in  rural  bus'nefs  paft  ! 
Bled  winter  nights  !  when  as  the  genial  fire     • 
Cheers  the  wide  hall,  his  cordial  family 
With  ibft  domcftic  arts  the  hours  beguile. 
And  pleafing  talk  that  ftarts  no  tim'rous  fame,         140 
D  % 
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With  vvltlefs  wantonnefs  to  hunt  it  down, 
Or  tliro'  the  Fairyland  of  tale  or  fong 
Delighted  wander,  in  ficlitious  fates 
Engag'd,  and  all  that  ftrikes  humanity, 
Till  loft  in  fable  they  the  ftealing  hour  145 

Of  timely  reft  forget.  Sometimes  at  eve 
Kis  neighbours  lift  the  latch,  and  blefs  unbid 
His  feftal  roof,  while  o'er  the  light  repaft 
And  fprightly  cups  they  mix  in  focial  joy. 
And  thro'  the  maze  of  converfation  tiace  150 

Whate'er  amufes  or  improves  the  mind. 
Sometimes  at  eve  (Tor  I  delight  to  tafte 
'The  native  zeft  and  flavour  of  the  fruit 
Where  fenfe  grows  wild  and  taftes  of  no  manure) 
The  decent,  honeft,  cheerful,  hufbandman  155 

Should  drown  his  labours  in  my  friendly  bowl. 
And  at  my  table  find  himfelf  at  home. 

Whate'er  your  ftudy,  in  wiiate'er  you  fweat, 
Indulge  your  tafte.  Some  love  the  manly  foils. 
The  tennis  fome,  and  fome  the  graceful  dance  j        160 
Others  more  hardy  range  the  purple  heath 
Or  naked  ftubble,  where  from  field  to  field 
The  founding  covies  urge  their  lab'ring  flight. 
Eager  amid  the  rifing  cloud  to  pour 
The  gun's  unerring  thunder  ;  and  there  are  165 

Whom  ftill  the  meed  *  of  the  green  archer  charms. 
lie  chufes  beft  whofe  labour  entertains 
His  vacant  fancy  moft  :  the  toil  you  hate 
Fatigues  you  foon,  and  fcarce  improves  your  limbs. 

As  beauty  ftill  has  blemiOi,  and  the  mind  170 

The  moft  accomplifh'd  its  imperfect  fide, 
Few  bodies  are  there  of  that  happy  mould 
But  fome  one  part  is  weaker  than  the  reft  ;  " 
The  legs  perhaps  or  arms  refufe  their  load. 
Or  the  cheft  labours:  thefe  afliLiucufly  175 

But  gently  in  their  proper  arts  employ 'd 
Acquire  a  vigour  and  fpringy  adivity 

♦  This  word  is  much  ufed  by  fome  of  our  old  Eiigllih  Poets,  and  fiinifi^s 
reward  or  prize. 
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To  which  they  were  not  born  :  but  weaker  parts 
Abhor  fatigue  and  violent  difcipline. 

Begin  with  gentle  toils  ;  and,  as  your  nerves        iSo 
Grow  firm,  to  hardier  by  juft  ikps  al'pire. 
The  prudent  e'en  in  ev'rymod'rate  walk. 
At  firft  but  faunter,  and  by  flow  degrees 
Increafe  their  pace.     This  doctrine  of  the  wife 
Well  knows  the  mafter  of  the  flying  ifeed.  1S5 

-Firft  from  t!ie  goal  the  manag'd  couriers  play 
On  bended  reins  j  as  yet  the  ikilful  youth 
Reprefs  their  foamy  pride  ;  but  ev'ry  breath 
The  race  grows  warmer,  and  the  tempeft  fweils 
Till  all  the  fiery  mettle  has  its  way  190 

And  the  thick  thunder  hurries  o'er  the  plain. 
When  all  at  once  from  indolence  to  toil 
You  fpring,  the  fibres  by  the  ha(ly  fhock 
Are  tir'd  and  crack'd  before  their  uncluous  coats 
Comprefb'd  can  pour  the  lubricating  balm.  i^,^ 

Befjdes,  collected  in  the  palfive  veins 
The  purple  mafs  a  fud:ien  torrent  roils, 
O'erpovvVs  the  heart  and  deluges  the  lungs 
V/irh  dang'rous  inundation  ;  ott'  the  fource 
Of  fatal  woes,  a  cough  that  foams  with  biood,          200 
Afrhma,  and  feller  peripneumony*, 
Or  the  flow  minings  of  the  heclic  fire.    • 

Th'  athletic  fool,  to  whom  what  Heav'n  deny'J 
Of  foul  is  wc-U  compenfated  in  limbs, 
Oit'  from  his  rage  or  brainlefs  frolic  feels  205 

His  vegetation  and  brute  force  decay. 

The  men  of  better  clay  and  finer  mould 

Know  nature,  feel  the  human  dignity. 

And  fcorn  to  vie  with  oxen  or  with  apes. 

Purfird  prolixly  e'en  the  gentieit  toil  210 

Is  waife  of  liealth  :   repoie  by  fmall  fatigue 

Is  earned,  and  (where  your  habit  is  not  prone 

To  thaw)  by  the  firft  moifture  of  the  brows. 

The  fine  and  fubtile  fpirits  coft  too  much 

To  be  profus-d,  too  luuch  the  rofcid  balm  :  215 

Jjut  vyhen  the  hard  varieties  of  lite 

«  The  infiammatioB  of  tr.e  lungs. 
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You  toil  to  learn,  or  try  the  dufty  chafe, 
Or  the  warm  deeds  of  Ibme  important  day. 
Hot  from  the  field  indulge  not  yet  your  limbs 
In  vvin^'d  repofe,  nor  court  the  fanning  gale  220 

'Or  tafte  the  fpring.  O  by  the  facred  Tears 
Of  widows,  orphans,  mothers,  fillers,  fires, 
Forbear !  no  other  peililence  has  driven 
Such  myriads  o'er  th'  irremeable  deep. 
Why  this  fo  fatal  the  fagacious  Mule  225 

Thro'  Nature's  cunning  labyrinths  could  trace  ; 
But  there  are  fecrets,  which  who  knows  not  now 
Muft,  ere  he  reacli  them,  climb  the  heapy  Alps 
Of  Science,  and  devcte  fev'n  years  to  toil. 
Befides,  I  would  not  Ilun  your  patient  ears  230 

"With  what  it  little  boots  you  to  attain. 
He  knows  enough  the  mariner,  who  knows 
Where  lurk  the  fhelves,  and  where  the  whirlpools  boil, 
What  iigns  portend  ths  ftorm  :  to  fubtltj-  minus 
He  leaves  to  fcan  from  what  mytterious  cauie  235 

Charybdis  rages  in  tii'  Ionian  wave. 
Whence  thofe  impetuous  currents  in  the  main 
XVhich  neither  oar  nor  fail  can  ftem,  and  why 
The  rough'ningdeep  expe6\s  ihe  ftorm  as  lure 
As  red  Orion  mounts  the  fhrcuded  heav'n.  240 

In  ancient  times,  when  Rome  with  Athens  vy'd 
For  polifli'd  luxury  and  ufeful  arts. 
All  hot  and  reeking  from  th'  Olympic  ftrife 
And  warm  Palcftra,  in  the  tepid  bath 
Th'  athletic  youth  relax'd  their  weary  limbs  ;  245 

Soft  oils  bedew'd  them,  with  the  grateful  powers 
Of  nard  and  cafua  fraught,  to  footii  and  iit-ai 
TiiC  cherifh'd  nerves.   Otu"  le!s  voluptuous  clime 
Not  much  invites  us  to  luch  arts  as  tiiefe. 
'Tis  not  for  thofe  whom  gelid  ikies  embrace  250 

And  chilling  fogs,  whofe  perfpirat:on  feels 
Such  frequent  bars  from  Eurus  and  the  north, 
'Tis  not  for  thoi'e  to  cultivate  a  fi::n 
Too  foft,  or  teach  the  recremcntai  fume 
Too  faft  to  crowd  thro'  fuch  precarious  ways  ;  255 

For  thro'  the  fmall  arterial  mouths  that  nicrce 
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In  endlefs  millions  the  clofe-woven  fkin 

The  bafer  fluids  in  aconftant  ftream 

Efcape,  and  viewlefs  melt  into  the  winds  : 

While  this  eternal  this  moll:  copious  wafte  i6o 

Of  blood,  degenerate  into  vapid  brine, 

Maintains  its  wonted  meafure  all  the  p  ■  A'rs 

Of  health  befriend  you,  all  the  wheels  of  life 

With  eafe  and  pleafure  move ;  but  this  reftraln'd 

Or  more  or  lefs,  fo  more  or  lefs  you  feel  265 

The  functions  labour  :  from  this  fatal  fource 

What  wues  defcend  is  never  to  be  lung  ; 

To  take  their  numbers  were  to  count  the  fands 

That  ride  in  whirlwind  the  parch'd  Libyan  air, 

Or  waves  that  when  the  blurtVing  north  embroils     170 

The  Baltic  thunder  on  the  German  fhore. 

Subjefl  not  tlien  by  foft  emollient  arts 

This  grand  expenfe  on  which  your  fates  depend 

To  ev'ry  caprice  of  the  ilcy,  nor  thwart 

The  genius  of  your  clime  }  for  from  the  blood  275 

Leaft  fickle  rife  the  recremental  fireams, 

And  leaft  ob)ioxious  to  the  ftyptic  air. 

Which  breathe  thro'  ftraiterand  moie  callous  pores: 

The  temper'd  Scythian  hence  half-n?.ked  treats 

His  boundlefs  fnows,  nor  ruesth'  inclement  heav'n, 

And  hence  our  painted  anceftors  defy'd  aSi 

Tlie  eaft,  nor  cursM  like  us  their  fijckle  fky. 

The  body  moulded  by  the  clime  endures 
Th'  equator  heats  or  Hyperborean  froil, 
Except  by  habits  foreign  to  its  turn  285 

Unwife  you  counteract  i^s  forming  pow'r. 
Rude  at  the  fivft,  the  winter  fiiocks  you  lefs 
By  long  acquaintance  :   ftudy  then  your  fky. 
Form  to  its  manners  your  obfequious  frame. 
And  learn  to  fuffer  what  you  cannot  fhun.  250 

Againft  the  rigours  oF  a  damp  cold  heav'n 
To  fortify  their  bodies  fome  frequent 
The  gelid  cillern,  and  where  nought  forbids 
I  praife  their  dauntlefs  heart :   a  frame  fo  Ifeerd 
Dread  not  the  rough,  nor  thofe  ungenial  blails  255 

THat  breathe  the  tertian  oi  fell  rheumatifm  5 
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The  nerves  fo  tempcr'd  never  quit  their  tone  ; 
No  chronic  languors  haunt  fuch  hardy  breafts  : 
But  all  things  have  their  bounds  ;  and  he  who  makes 
Bv  daily  ufe  the  kindeft  regimen  300 

Elfcntial  to  his  health,  fhould  never  mix 
With  humankind,  nor  art  nor  trade  purfue  : 
He  not  the  fate  vicifTitudes  of  life 
Without  fome  fliock  endures  ;  ill-fitted  he 
To  want  the  known  or  bear  unufual  things.  305 

Befides,  the  powerful  remedies  of  pain 
(Since  pain  in  fpite  of  all  our  care  will  come) 
Should  never  with  your  profp'rous  days  of  Health 
Grow  too  familiar;  for  by  frequent  uie 
The  ftrongeft  medicines  lofe  their  healing  pow'r,       310 
And  e'en  the  furcft  poifons  theirs  to  kill. 

Let  thofe  who  from  the  frozen  Arflos  reach 
ParchM  Mauritania  or  the  fultry  weft, 
Or  the  wide  flood  that  laves  rich  Indoftan, 
Plunge  thrice  a  day,  and  in  the  tepid  wave  315 

Untwift  their  ftubborn  pores,  that  full  and  free 
Th'  evapoiation  thro'  the  foften'd  fkin 
May  bear  proportion  to  the  fwelling  blood  j 
So  m.ay  they  ""Icape  the  fever's  rapid  flames, 
So  feel  untainted  the  hot  breath  of  hell.  320 

With  us  the  man  of  no  complaint  demands 
The  warm  ablution  juft  enough  to  clear 
The  fluices  of  the  flcin,  enough  to  keep 
The  body  facred  from  indecent  foil. 
Still  to  be  pure,  e'en  did  it  not  conduce  325 

(As  much  it  does)  to  Health,  were  greatly  worth 
Your  daily  pains :   it  is  this  adorns  the  rich  j 
The  want  ot  this  is  poverty's  word  woe  j 
With  this  external  virtue  age  maintains 
A  decent  grace  ;  without  it  youth  and  charms  330 

Are  loathJbnie :  this  the  venal  Graces  know, 
So  doubtlefs  do  your  wives  ;  for  mnrry'd  fires 
As  well  as  lovers  flill  pretend  to  tafte  : 
Nor  is  it  lefs  (all  prudent  wives  can  tell) 
To  lofe  a  hufband's  than  a  lover's  heart,  335 

3 
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But  now  the  hours  and  feafons  when  to  toil 
From  foreign  themes  recall  my  wanu'ring  Tong. 
Some  labour  fafting,  or  but  flightly  fed, 
To  lull  the  grinding  ftomach's  hungry  rage. 
Where  nature  feeds  too  corpulent  a  frame  34* 

'Tis  wifely  done  j  for  while  the  thirfty  veins. 
Impatient  of  lean  penury,  devour 
The  treafur'd  oil,  then  is  the  happleft  time 
To  fliake  the  lazy  balfam  from  its  cells. 
Now  while  the  ftomach  from  the  full  repaft  345 

Subfides,  but  ere  returning  hunger  gnaws, 
Ye  leaner  habits  1  give  an  hour  to  toil, 
And  ye  whom  no  luxuriancy  of  growdi 
Oppreffes  yet  or  threatens  to  opprefs  : 
But  from  the  recent  meal  no  labours  pleafe  350 

Of  limbs  or  mind  5  for  now  the  cordial  pow'rs 
Claim  ail  the  wandering  fpirits  to  a  v/ork 
Of  (trong  and  fubtle  toil  and  great  event, 
A  work  of  time  5  and  you  may  rue  the  day 
You  hurry'd  with  untimely  exercife  355 

A  half  concoi5\ed  chyle  into  the  blood. 
The  body  overcharged  with  un6\uous  phlegm 
Much  toil  demands,  the  lean  elaftic  lefs. 
While  winter  chills  the  blood  and  binds  the  veins 
No  labours  are  too  hard  :   by  thofe  you  'fcape  %Co 

The  flow  difeafes  of  the  torpid  year, 
Endlefs  to  name,  to  one  of  which  alone, 
To  that  which  tears  the  nerves,  the  toil  of  Haves 
Is  pleafure.  Oh  from  fuch  inhuman  pains 
May  all  be  free  who  merit  not  the  wheel !  ^6^ 

But  from  the  burning  Lion  when  the  lun 
Pours  down  his  fultry  wrath,  now  while  the  blood 
Too  much  already  maddens  in  the  veins. 
And  all  the  finer  fluids  thro'  the  fkin 
Explore  their  flight, .me  near  the  cool  cafcade  3 70 

Reclin'd,  or  faunt'ring  in  the  lofty  grove. 
No  needlefs  flight  occafion  fliould  engage 
To  pant  and  fv»?eat  beneath  the  fiery  noon  : 
Now  the  frefli  morn  alone  and  mellow  eve 
To  ftiady  vi^alks  and  aftive  rural  fports  375 
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Invite  ;  but  while  the  chilling  dews  deCcend 
May  nothing  tempt  you  to  the  cold  embrace 
Of  humid  fkies,  tho'  it  is  no  vulgar  joy 
To  trace  the  horrors  of  the  folemn  wood 
While  the  foft  evening  faddens  into  night,  380 

Tho'  the  fweet  poet  of  the  vernal  groves 
Melts  all  the  night  in  (frains  of  amorous  woe. 

The  fiiades  defcend,  and  midnight  o'er  the  world 
Expands  her  fable  wings  ;  great  Nature  droops 
Thro'  all  her  works  :  now  happy  he  v/hofe  toil        385 
Has  o'er  his  languid  pow'rlefs  limbs  diffus'd 
A  pleafing  lafTitude  ;  he  not  in  vain 
Invokes  the  gentle  deity  of  Dreams  : 
His  pow'rs  the  moft  voluptuoufly  diflblve 
In  foft  repofe  5  on  him  the  balmy  dews  390 

Of  fleep  With  double  nutriment  defcend. 
But  would  you  fweetly  wafte  the  blank  of  night 
In  deep  oblivion,  or  on  Fancy's  wings 
Vifit  the  paradife  of  happy  Dreams, 
And  waken  cheerful  as  the  lively  Morn  ?  395 

Opprefs  not  nature  finking  down  to  reft 
With  feafts  too  late,  too  folid,  or  too  full. 
But  be  the  fir  ft  concoclion  half  matur'd 
Ere  you  to  mighty  indolence  refign 
Your  paftive  faculties.  He  from  the  toils  400 

And  troubles  of  the  day  to  heavier  toil 
Retires,  whom  trembling  from  the  tow'r  that  rocks 
Amid  the  clouds  or  Caljje's  hideous  height 
The  bufy  demons  hurl,  or  in  the  main 
O'er  whelm,  or  bury  ftruggling  under  ground.  405 

Not  all  a  monarch's  luxury  tr,e  woes 
Can  counterpoife  of  that  moft  wretched  man 
Whofe  nights  are  ftiaken  with  the  frantic  fits 
Of  wild  Oreftes,  whofe  delirious  brain,  409 

Siung  by  the  Furies,  works  with  poiibn'd  thought. 
While  pale  and  monftrous  painting  fhocks  the  foul. 
And  mangled  Confciouinefs  bemoans  itfelf 
For  ever  torn,  and  chaos  floating  round. 
What  dreams  prefage,  what  danger  thefe  or  thofs 
Portend  to  fanity,  tho'  prudent  feers  455 
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Reveal'd  of  old,  and  men  of  deathlefs  fame, 
We  would  not  to  the  fuperftitious  mind 
Suggeft  new  throbs,  new  vanities  of  fear  : 
""Tis  our's  to  teach  you  from  the  peaceful  night 
To  banifh  omens,  and  all  reftlefs  woes.  429 

In  ftudy  fome  protract  the  filent  hours, 
Which  others  confecrateto  mirth  and  wine. 
And  fleep  till  noon,  and  hardly  live  till  night. 
But  flirely  this  redeenns  net  from  the  Ihades 
One  hour  of  Wtti.     Nor  does  it  aught  avail  425 

What  feafon  you  to  drowfy  Morpheus  give 
Of  th'  ever- varying  circle  of  the  day, 
Or  whether  thro""  the  tedious  winter  gloom 
You- tempt  the  midnight  or  the  morning  damps. 
The  body  frefh  and  vigVous  from  repofe  43« 

Defies  the  e3rly  fogs,  but  by  the  toils 
Of  wakeful  day  exhaufted  and  unftrung 
Weakly  refifts  the  niglu's  unwholefome  breath. 
The  grand  difcharce,  th'  efFufion  of  the  Ikin, 
Slowly  impair'd,  the  languid  maladies  435 

Creep  on,  and  thro'  the  fick'ning  funftions  fteal  j 
As  when  the  chilling  eaft  invades  the  fpring 
Tiie  delicate  NArciffus  pines  away 
In  he6tic  languor,  and  a  ilowdileafe 
Taints  all  the  family  of  flow'rs,  condemn'd  44* 

To  cruel  heav'ns.     But  why,  already  prone 
To  fade,  fliould  Beauty  cherilh  its  own  bane  ? 
O  (liame  !  O  pity  !  nipt  with  pale  quadrille 
And  micinight  cares  the  bloom  of  Albion  dies. 

By  toil  fuhdu'd  the  warrior  and  the  hind  445 

Sleep  fad  and  deep  ;  their  a6live  funftions  fcon 
With  gen'rous  ftreams  the  fubtile  tubes  fupply. 
And  foon  the  tonic  irritable  nerves 
Feel  the  freih  impulfe,  and  awake  the  foul. 
The  fons  of  Indolence  with  long  repofe  45© 

Grow  torpid,  and  with  floweft  Lethe  drunk 
Feebly  and  ling'ringly  return  to  life. 
Blunt  ev'ry  fenl'e  and  pow'rlefs  ev'ry  limb. 
Ye  prone  to  fleep  !   (vv^hom  fieeping  moft  annoys) 
On  the  hard  mattrafs  or  elaftic  couch  455 


4-8  ART  OF  PRESERVINn  HEALTH. 

Extend  your  limbs,  and  wean  yourfelves  from  floth, 
Nor  grudge  the  lean  projeftor  of  dry  brain, 
And  I'pringy  nerves,  the  blandiHiments  of  down. 
Nor  envy  while  the  bury'd  Bacchanal 
Exhales  his  furfeit  in  prolixcr  dreams.  460 

He  withont  riot  in  the  balmy  feaft 
Of  life,  the  wants  of  nature  has  fupply'd 
Who  rifes  cool,  ferene,  and  full  of  foul. 
But  pliant  Nature  more  or  lefs  demands 
As  cuftom  forms  her,  and  all  fudden  change  465 

She  hates  of  habit,  e'en  from  bad  to  good. 
It  faults  in  life,  or  new  emergencies 
From  habits  urge  you  by  long  time  confirm'd. 
Slow  may  the  change  arrive,  and  ftage  by  ftage. 
Slow  as  the  fliadow  o'er  the  dial  moves,  470 

Slow  as  the  Healing  progrefs  of  the  year. 

Obferve  the  circling  year,  how  unperceivM 
Her  feafons  change  !  behold  by  flow  degrees 
Stern  winter  tam'd  into  a  ruder  fpring, 
The  ripen'd  fpring  a  milder  fummer  glows,  475 

Departing  fummer  Tneds  Pomona's  (tore, 
And  aged  Autumn  brews  the  winter  ftorm. 
Slow  as  they  come  thefe  dangers  come  not  void 
Of  mortal  fliocks  :   the  cold  and  torrid  reigns,     . 
The  two  great  periods  of  th'  important  year,  480 

Are  in  their  firft  approaches  feldom  fafe  : 
Funereal  Autumn  all  the  fickly  dread, 
And  the  black  Fates  deform  the  lovely  fpring. 
He  well  advis'd  who  taught  our  wifer  fires 
Early  to  borrow  Mufcovy's  warm  fpoils,  485 

Ere  the  fird  froft  has  touch'd  the  tender  blade. 
And  late  refign  them,  tho'  the  wanton  Spring 
Should  deck  her  charms  with  all  her  filler's  raysj 
For  while  th'  effluence  of  the  Ikin  maintains 
Its  native  meafure,  the  pleuritic  Spring  490 

Glides  harmlefs  by,  and  Autumn,  fick  to  death 
With  fallow  quartans,  no  contagion  breathes. 

I  in  prophetic  numbers  could  unfold 
The  omens  of  the  year,  what  fealbns  teem 
With  what  difeafes,  what  the  humid  fouth  45 1 


ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH.  49 

Prepares,  and  what  the  demon  of  the  ea(i  j 
But  you  perhaps  refui'e  the  tedious  Ibng. 
Bclides,  whatever  plagues  in  heat  or  cold, 
Or  drought,  or  moifturc,  dwell,  they  hurt  not  you, 
Skill'd  to  correct  the  vices  of  the  fi^y,  500 

And  taught  already  how  to  each  extreme 
To  bend^your  life.     But  fhould  the  public  bane 
IitTccI  you,  or  ibme  trefpal's  of  your  owr.. 
Or  flaw  of  nature  hint  mortality, 

Soon  as  a  not  unpleafing  horror  glides  505 

Along  the  fpine  thro'  all  your  torpid  limbs, 
When  f.rft  the  head  throbs,  or  the  llomach  feels 
A  ficicly  load,  a  v/eary  pain  the  loins, 
Be  CeUus  call'd  :  the  Fates  come  rufliing  on  j 
The  rapid  Fates  admit  of  no  delay.  51Q 

Wliile  wilful  you,  and  fatally  fecure, 
Ex.eft  to  morrow's  more  aufplcious  fun, 
The  growing  pert,  whofe  infancy  was  weak. 
And  eaiy  vanquifird,  with  triumphant  fway 
O'crpow'rs  your  life.     For  want  of  timely  care         515 
Milhons  have  dy'd  of  medicable  wounds. 
Ah  !  in  what  perils  is  vain  life  engaged  ! 
What  flight  negiccls,  wliat  trivial  fiiults,  deftroy 
T".e  hardieft  frame  !   Of  indolence,  of  toil. 
We  die,  of  want,  of  fuperflulty.  510 

Th.e  ail-furroundingheav'n,  the  vital  air. 
Is  big  with  death:  and  tho'  the  putrid  fouth 
Be  fiiut,  tho'  no  convulfive  agony 
Shake  from  the  deep  foundations  of  the  world 
Tir  imprifonM  plagues,  a  fecret  vcncm  oft'  525 

Corrupts  the  air,  the  water,  and  the  land. 
What  livid  deaths  has  fad  Byzantium  feen  ! 
How  oiV  has  Cairo,  with  a  mother's  woe, 
Wept  o'er  her  flaughtei'd  fons  and  lonely  ftreets  ! 
E'en  Albion,  girt  with  lefs  malignant  fkits,  530 

Albi;  n  th.e  poifon  of  the  gods  has  drank,  "^ 

A.^vi  felt  the  fting  of  monihrs  all  her  own. 
Eie  yet  the  fell  Plantagenets  had  fpent 
Tii'ir  ancient  rage  at  Bolworrh's  purple  field, 
WhlL  for  which  tyrant  England  (houid  receive  535 
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Her  legions  in  inceftuous  murders  mix'd, 
And  dally  horrors,  till  the  Fates  were  drunk 
With  kindred-blood  hy  kindred-hands  proius'd. 
Another  plague  oF  more  gigantic  arm 
Arofe,  a  monfter  never  known  before,  ^j^o 

Kear'd  from  Cocytus  its  portentous  head  : 
This  rapid  Fury,  not  like  other  pefts, 
PurfuM  a  gradual  courfe,  but  in  a  day 
Rufii'd  as  a  liorm  o'er  half  th'  aftonifli'd  ifle. 
And  ilrew'd  with  fudden  carcafes  the  land.  c^  5 

Firll  thro'  the  fliouldlrs,  or  whatever  part 
Was  feizM  the  firf},  a  fervid  vapour  fprunq-; 
With  rafii  combuftion  thence  the  quivering  fpark 
Shot  to  the  heart,  and  kindled  all  within, 
And  foon  the  furface  caught  the  fpreading  fires  :        550 
•Thro'  all  the  yielding  pores  the  melted  blood 
Gulh'd  out  in  fmoky  fweats ;  but  nought  afTuag^d 
1'he  torrid  heat  within,  nor  aught  reliev'd 
The  ftomach's  anguidi.     With  incefTant  toil, 
Defp'rate  of  eafe,  impatient  of  their  pain,  555 

They  tofs'd  from  fide  to  fide.     In  vain  the  flre^m 
Ran  full  and  clear ;  they  burnt  and  thirlled  Inil. 
The  reftlefs  arteries  with  rapid  blood 
Beat  ftrong  and  frequent:  thick  and  pantingly 
The  breath  was  fetched,  and  with  huge  lab'nngs  iieav'd. 
At  la(i-  a  heavy  pain  opprell  the  head  ;  561 

A  wild  delirium  came:  their  weeping  friends 
Werii  ftrangers  now,  and  this  no  home  of  theirs. 
Harrafs'd  with  toil  on  toil  the  linking  pow'rs 
Lay  proflrate  and  o'erthrcwn  :  a  pond'rous  deep       565 

Wiapt  all  the  fenfes  up.     Tneyflept  and  dy'd. 

In  fome  a  gentle  horror  crept  at  firft 
O'er  all  the  limbs  :   tlie  fluices  of  the  ficin 

Withheld  their  moiiture,  till  by  art  provok'J 

The  fweats  o'erfiow'd,  but  in  a  clammy  tide,  57a 

Now  free  and  copious,  now  reiliraln'd  and  fiv)w. 

Of  tinclures  various,  as  the  temp'rature 

Had  mixM  the  blood,  and  rank  with  fetid  ftearns, 

A3  if  the  pent-up  humours  by  delay 

V/ere  grown  more  fell,  more  putrid,  and  malign.       575 
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Here  lay  their  licpes,  ("tho'  little  liope  remained;) 
With  full  effufion  oi  perpetual  Iweats 
To  drive  the  venom  cut :  and  here  the  Fates 
Wtre  kind,  that  long  tht;y  lingered  not  in  pain  j 
For  who  I'urviv'd  the  i'luVs  diurnal  race  5?9 

Ro^e  from  the  dreary  gates  of  hell  redeem'd, 
Some  the  fixth  hour  opprei's''d,  and  ibme  the  third. 

Of  mar.y  thoui'ands  few  unLain:ed  'Icap'd, 
Of  thofe  infeiled  fewer  'fcap'd  alive ; 
Of  thole  who  HvM  feme  felt  a  fecond  r.bw,  585 

And  whom  the  fecond  fpar'd  a4hird  deltroy'd. 
Frantic  with  fear  they  Ibught  by  fligh.t  to  fliun 
The  fierce  contagion.     O'er  the  mournful  land 
Th'  infc6led  City  poured  her  hurrying  f.varms  : 
Rous'd  by  the  flames  that  fir'd  her  leats  around,       590 
Th'  infefied  Country  rufird  into  the  Town. 
Some  fad  at  home,  and  in  the  defert  Tome, 
Afjur'd  the  fatal  ccinn:erce  of  mankind. 
In  vain;  where  er  they  fled  the  Fates  purfu'd. 
Others  with  hopes  more  Ipecious  crofs'd  the  main,     595 
To  fetk  prote61:ion  in  far  dillant  fkies  ; 
But  none  they  found.     It  feem'd  the  gcn'ral  air 
From  pole  to  pole,  from  Atlas  to  the  e?lf, 
Was  then  at  enmity  with  Englifn  blood  j 
For  but  the  race  of  England  all  vv^ere  fate  609 

In  foreign  climes  5  ncr  did  this  Fury  tafte 
The  foreign  blood  v^hich  England  then  contaln'd. 
Where  fhould  they  fly  ?  the  circumambient  heav'n 
Involv'd  them  fli'.l,  and  ev'ry  bretze  was  bane: 
Where  find  relief?  the  falutary  art  605 

W^s  mute,  and,  fcartled  at  the  newdifeafe. 
In  fearful  v/hifpers  hooelefs  omens  gave. 
To  Heav'n  with  fuppliant  rites  they  fent  their  pray'rs  ; 
Heav'n  heard  them  not.     Of  ev'ry  hope  depriv'd, 
Fatigu'd  with  vain  refources,  and  fubuuM  6x0 

With  v/oes  refiftlefs,  and  enfeebling  fear, 
Pafuve  they  funk  beneath  the  weighty  blow. 
Nothing  but  lamentable  founds  vv^ere  heard. 
Nor  aught  was  feen  but  ghaftly  views  of  death. 
Inf^(5licu3  horror  ran  from  face  to  face^  615 

Ea 


§a  ART  OK   PRESERVING  HEALTH. 

And  pale  defpair.     '  Fwas  all  the  bus'nefs  then 
To  tend  the  fick,  and  in  their  turns  to  die. 
In  heaps  they  tell ;  and  oft'  the  bed,  they  fty, 
The  fick'ning,  dying,  and  the  dead  containM. 

Ye  guardian  Gods  !  on  whom  the  fates  depend      6: "» 
Of  tott'ring  Albion,  ye  eternal  Fires 
That  lead  thro'  heav'n  the  wandering  year  !  ye  Pow'rs 
That  o'er  tii'  encircling  elements  prchde ! 
May  nothing  worfe  than  what  this  age  has  feen 
Arrive!   Enough  abroad,  enough  at  liome,  615 

Has  Albion  bled.     Here  a  diltcmper'd  hcav'ii 
Has  thinn'd  her  cities  from  thofe  lofty  cliffs 
That  awe  proud  Gaul  to  Thule's  wintry  reign. 
While  in  the  Weft  beyond  th'  Atlantic  foani', 
Her  braveft  fons,  keen  for  the  fight,  have  dy'd  ^p 

The  death  of  cowards,  and  of  common  men. 
Sunk  void  of  wounds,  and  fall'n  without  renown. 

But  from  thefe  views  the  weeping  Mufes  turn. 
And  other  themes  invite  my  warid'ring  fong.  634 


THE 

ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH. 

BOOK  IV.     THE  PASSIONS. 

nPHE  ch- ice  of  Aliment,  the  choice  of  Air, 
"*•    The  ufe  of  Toil,  and  all  external  things. 
Already  lung,  it  now  remains  to  trace 
What  good  what  evil  from  ourfelves  proceeds, 
And  how  the  fubtile  principle  within  j 

Infpires  with  Health,  or  mines  with  ftrar.ge  decay 
Tlie  paffivc  body.     Ye  poetic  Hiadcs, 
Who  know  the  fecrets  of  the  world  unfcen, 
Ailxft  my  fong  I  for  in  a  doubtful  theme 
Engag'd  I  wander  thro'  myfterious  ways.  10 

There  is  they  fay  (an:i  I  believe  there  is) 
A  fpark  within  us  ot  th'  immortal  fire 
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That  animates  and  moulds  the  groficr  frame. 

And  when  the  body  finks  efcapes  to  heaven. 

Its  native  feat,  and  mixes  with  the  god_s  :  15 

Meanwhile  this  heav'nly  particle  pervades 

The  mortal  elements,  in  ev'ry  nerve 

It  thrills  with  pleafure,  or  grow5  mad  with  pain, 

And  in  its  fecret  conclave,  as  it  feels 

The  body's  woes  and  joys,  this  ruling  pow'r  ao 

Wields  at  its  will  the  dull  material  world. 

And  is  the  body's  Health  or  malady. 

By  its  own  toil  the  grofs  corporeal  frame 
Fatigues,  extenuates,  or  deftroys,  itfelf. 
Nor  lefs  the  labours  of  the  mind  corrode  s5 

The  folid  fabric  ;  for  by  fubtilt  parts 
And  viewlefs  atoms  leciet  Nature  movcs 
The  mighty  wheels  of  this  ftupendous  world  : 
By  fubtiie  fluids,  pour'd  thro'  fubtile  tubes, 
The  natural  vital  funciicns  are  perfcnri'd  :  30 

By  thefe  the  ftubborn  aliments  are  tam'd, 
Tht  toiling  heart  diftributes  life  and  ftrength  ; 
'I'hefe  the'ftill  crumbling  frame  rebuild,  and  thefe 
Are  loll  in  thinking,  and  dilTolve  in  air. 

But  'tis  not  thought,  (forftillthe  foul's  employ'd,) 
'Tis  painful  thinking,  that  corrodes  cur  clay.  36 

All  day  the  vacant  eye,  without  fatigue. 
Strays  o'er  the  heav'n  and  earth,  but  long  Intent 
On  microfcopic  arts  its  vigour  fails. 
Joft  fo  the  mind,  with  various  thoughts  amus'd,         40 
Nor  aches  itfelr',  nor  gives  the  boriy  pain  j 
But  anxious  ftudy,  difcontent,  and  care, 
Love  without  hope,  and  hate  without  revenge. 
And  fear,  and  jealoufy,  fatigue  the  foul, 
Engrofs  the  fubtile  mmifters  of  life,  45 

And  fpoil  the  lab'ring  funftions  of  their  iliare  : 
Hence  the  lean  gloom  that  Melancl'.oly  vv-esis. 
The  lover's  palenefs,  and  the  fallow  hue 
Of  Envy,  Jealouiy,  the  meagre  (fare 
Of  fere  Kcvenge  :  the  canker'd  body  hence  5© 

Bctravs  eacli  fretful  motion  of  the  mind, 
E  -, 
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The  ftrong-built  pedant,  who  both  night  and  dajr 
Feeds  on  the  coarfeit  fare  the  fchools  beftow, 
And  crudely  fattens  at  grois  Burman's  ftall, 
O'erwhehnM  with  phlegm  lies  in  a  dropfy  drown'd,    55 
Or  finks  in  lethargy  before  his  time. 
"With  ui'eml  itudies  you,  and  arts  that  pleafe. 
Employ  your  mind  ;  amule  but  not  fatigue. 
Peace  to  each  diowl'y  metaphyfic  fage, 
And  ever  mav  all  heavy  fyftems  refl!  60 

Yet  fome  there  are  e'en  of  elallic  parts 
Whom  ftrong  and  obftinate  ambition  leads 
Thro'  all  the  rugged  roads  of  barren  lore. 
And  gives  to  relifli  what  their  gen'rous  talle 
Would  elfe  refufe  ;  but  may  nor  thirlt  of  fame,  65 

Nor  love  of  knowledge,  urge  you  to  fatigue, 
With  conftani:  drudgery,  the  lib'ial  foul. 
Toy  with  yom'  books  j  and  as  the  various  fits 
Of  humour  feize  you,  from  philofophy 
To  fable  fli'ft,  from  fenous  Antonine  70 

To  Rabelais'  ravings,  and  from  profe  to  fong. 

While  reading  pleal'es  but  no  longer  read, 
And  read  aloud,  refounding  Homer's  Ibain, 
And  wield  the  thunder  of  Demoffhenes. 
The  cht'ft  fo  exercis'd  improves  its  ftrength,  75 

And  quick  vibrations  thro'  the  bowels  drive 
The  reliefs  blood,  which  in  unacfivedays 
Would  loiter  elfe  thro'  unelallic  tubes. 
Deem  it  not  trifling  Vv'hile  I  recommend 
What  pofture  fuits  :   to  ftand  and  fit  by  turns,  ?o' 

As  Na:ure  prompts  is  beft ;  but  o'er  your  leaves 
To  lean  for  ever  cramps  the  vital  parts, 
And  robs  the  fine  machin'ry  of  its  play. 
'    'Tis  tlie  great  art  of  life  to  manage  well 
The  reftlefs  mind ;  for  ever  on  purfuit  85 

Of  knowledge  bent  it  ftarves  the  grcfi"c:r  pow'rs  ; 
Qu'.te  unemploy'd,  againft  its  own  repofe 
It  turns  its  fatal  edge,  and  fliarper  pangs 
Than  what  the  body  knows  embitter  life; 
Chiefly  where  Solitude,  fad  nurfe  of  Care,  95 

To  fickly  mufing  gives  the  peafive  mind  : 
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There  madnels  enters  ;  and  the  dim-cy'd  fiend, 
Sour  Melancholy,  night  and  day  provokes 
Her  own  eternril  wound  :  the  fun  grows  pale, 
A  moiirnful  vilionary  light  o'erfpreads  95 

The  cheerhil  face  of  Nature,  earth  becomes 
A  dreary  dei'ert,  and  Heav'n  frowns  above  : 
Then  various  fliapes  of  curs'd  illufion  rife  : 
Whatever  the  wretched  fears  creating  Fear 
Forms  out  of  nothing,  and  with  mongers  teems         ico 
Unknown  in  hell.     The  proftrate  foul  beneath 
A  load  of  huge  imagination  heaves. 
And  all  the  horrors  that  the  murd'rer  feels 
With  anxious  fluttVings  wake  the  guihleCs  bread. 

Such  phantoms  Piide  in  folitary  fcenes,  105 

Or  Fear  on  delicate  Self  love  creates. 
From  other  cares  abiolv'd,  the  buly  mind 
Finds  in  yourfelf  a  theme  to  pore  upon  j 
It  finds  you  miferable  or  makes  you  fa  : 
For  wiiile  yourfeit  you  aiixioufly  explore  no 

Timorous  Self-love,  with  fick'ning  Fancy's  aid, 
Prelents  the  danger  that  you  dread  the  moti, 
And  ever  galls  )ou  in  your  tender  pait : 
Hence  fome  for  love,  and  ibme  for  jcalou'y, 
For  grim  religion  fome,  and  fome  for  pride,  iij 

Have  loft  their  reafon  5  fome  for  fear  of  want 
Want  all  their  lives  ;  and  others  ev'ry  day 
For  tear  of  dying  fiiffer  worfe  than  death. 
Ah !   from  your  bofoms  bani(h  if  you  can 
Thofj  fatal  guells,  and  fuft  the  demon  Fear,  120 

n  hat  trembles  at  impofiible  events, 
:  cIt  aged  Alias  fliouid  rehgn  his  load, 
^Vnd  heaven's  eternal  battlements  ru(h  down. 
Is  there  an  evil  worfe  than  fear  itfelf  ? 
And  what  avails  it  that  indulgent  Heav'n  125 

From  mortal  eyes  has  wrapt  the  woes  to  come 
If  we  ingenious  to  torment  ourfelves 
Grow  paie  at  hideous  fiiftions  of  our  own  ? 
Eiijoy  the  prefent,  nor  with  needlefs  cares 
Qi  what  may  ipring  from  blind  Misfortune's  v/omb 
Appal  the  fureft  hour  that  life  beftows,  131 
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Serene,  and  mafter  of  yourfelf,  prepare 
For  what  may  come,  aiT^.  leave  the  red  to  Heav'n. 

Oft'  from  the  body,  by  long  ails  miftun'd, 
Thefe  evils  fprung  the  mod  important  Health,         135 
That  of  the  mind,  deftroy  ;  and  when  the  mind 
They  firft  invade  the  conlcious  body  foon 
In  lympathetic  languifiiment  declines. 
Thefe  chronic  Paflions,  while  from  real  woes 
They  rile,  and  yet  ^.'ithout  the  body's  fault  14.0 

Infeif  the  foul,  admit  one  only  cure, 
Diverfion,  hurry,  and  a  reftlefs  life. 
Vain  are  the  confolations  of  the  wife  ; 
In  vain  your  friends  would  reafon  down  your  pain. 
O  ye  whole  fouls  relentlefs  love  has  tam'd  145 

To  foft  didrefs,  or  friends  untimely  fali'n  ! 
Court  not  the  luxury  of  tender  thought. 
Nor  deem  it  impious  to  forget  thofe  pains 
That  hurt  tlie  living,  nought  avail  the  dead. 
Go,  foft  Enthufiad  !   quit  the  cyprefs  groves,  '  150 

Nor  to  the  rivulet's  lonely  meanings  tune 
Your  fad  complaint :  go  ietk  the  cheerful  haunts 
Of  men,  and  jningle  with  the  budling  crowd  ; 
Lay  fchemes  for  we^lth,  or  pow'r,  or  fame,  the  v^ifli 
Of  nobler  minds,  and  pufh  them  night  and  day,      155 
Or  join  the  caravan  in  qued  of  fcenes 
New  to  your  eyes,  and  ihifting  ev'iy  hour, 
Beyond  the  Alps,  beyond  the  Apennines, 
Or,  more  advent'rous,  ruHi  into  the  field 
Where  war  grows  hot,  and  raging  thro'  the  fky        1 60 
The  lofty  trumpet  fwells  the  madd'ning  ibul, 
And  in  thiC  hardy  camp  and  toilfome  march 
Forget  all  fofter  and  lefs  manly  cares. 

But  mod,  too  paffive,  when  the  blocA  runs  low. 
Too  weakly  indolent  to  (irive  with  pain,  165 

And  bravely  by  refiding  conquer  Fate, 
Try  Circe's  arts,  aud  in  the  tempting  bowl 
Of  poiion'd  ne61ar  fweet  oblivion  fwiJl. 
Struck  by  the  pow'rful  charm  the  gloom  difiblves 
In  empty  air,  Elydum  opens  round,  170 

^  pleadng  frenzy  buoys  the  lightcn'd  foul, 
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And  fapguine  hopes  difpel  your  fleeting  care, 
And  what  was  difficult  and  what  was  dire 
Vi.  Ids  to  your  prcwei's  and  fuperior  (!ars  : 
Tht  happieft  you  of  all  that  e'er  we;e  mad,  175 

Or  are  or  fliali  bt,  could  this  folly  lail. 
But  foon  your  heav'n  is  gone;  a  heavier  gloom 
Shuts  o'er  your  head,  and  as  the  thund'ring  ftream, 
Swol'n  o'er  its  bar.ks  with  fudden  mountain  rain, 
Sinks  from  its  tumult  to  a  fiknt  brook,  i8g 

So  when  the  frantic  raptures  in  your  breaft 
SubfiJe  ycu  languifh  into  mortal  man ; 
You  fleep,  and  waking  find  yourfelf  undone  : 
For  prodigal  of  life,  in  one  rafti  nigiit 
You  lavifn'd  more  than  might  fupport  three  days.    185 
A  heavy  morning  comes  ;  your  cares  return 
With  tenfold  rage.     An  anxious  itomach  well 
May  be  endur'd,  fo  may  the  throbbing  head  j 
But  fuch  a  dim  delu-ium,  I'uch  a  dream. 
Involves  you,  fuch  a  dafrarcily  defpair  150 

Unir.ans  your  Idul,  as  madcl'ning  Pentheus  felt 
When  baited  round  Cithasron's  crutl  fides 
He  faw  two  funs  and  double  Thebes  afcend. 
You  corfe  the  flugt^iH*  Port,  you  curfe  the  wretch. 
The  felon,  v/ith  unnat'ral  mixture  f.rft  195 

Who  dar'd  to  violate  the  virgin  wine. 
Or  on  the  fugitive  Champaign  you  pour 
A  thoufand  curfes,  for  to  heav'n  it  rapt 
Your  foul  to  plunge  you  deeper  in  defpair  5 
Perhaps  you  rue  e'en  that  divined  gift,  »co 

The  gay,  ferene,  good-natur'd,  Burgundy, 
Or  the  frelh  fragrant  vintage  of  the  Rhine, 
And  wi(h  that  Heav'n  from  mortals  had  wilhhelJ 
The  grape,  and  all  intoxicating  bowls. 

Befides,  it  wounds  you  fore  to  recol!c6l  205 

What  follies  in  your  loofe  unguarded  hour 
Efcap'd.     For  one  irrevocable  word, 
Perhaps  that  meant  no  harm,  you  lofe  a  friend  ; 
Or  in  the  rage  of  wine  your  halty  hand 
Performs  a  deed  to  haunt  you  to  the  grave  :  210 

A<id  that  your  means,  your  health,  your  parts,  decay ; 
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Your  friends  av>oid  you  ;  brntirtilv  tiansform'd 
They  hardly  know  you  ;  or  if  one  remains 
To  wifij  you  vv-ell,  he  wiflies  you  in  heav'n. 
Defpis'd,  unwept,  you  fall,  who  might  have  left     215 
A  facred,  cherilli'd,  fadly-pl'Jnfinc:,  name, 
A  name  (1  ill  to  be  utttrM  with  a  ligh. 
Your  kil  ungraceful  fcene  has  quite  effac'd 
All  fen. 'e  and  mem''ry  of  your.foimer  worth. 

How  to  live  happitil,  how  avoid  the  pains,  21a 

The  difappointments,  »'.d  difgulls,  of  tlmie 
Who  would  in  pleafure  all  their  hours  employ. 
The  precepts  here  of  a  divine  old  man 
1  could  recite.     Th.o'  old  he  ftill  retained 
His  manly  fenfe,  and  energy  of  mind.  225 

Virtuous  and  wiie  he  vv^as,  but  not  fevere: 
He  ftill  remember''d  that  he  once  was  young; 
Kis  eafy  prelence  checked  no  decent  joy. 
Him  e'en  the  diQolu'e  admir'd,  for  he 
A  graceful  lootenefs  when  he  pleas'd  put  on,  23a 

And  laughing  cmdd  inftruct.     Much  had  he  read, 
Much  tnore  had  feen  :  he  ftudyM  from  the  !il:. 
And  in  the  original  perusM  mankind. 

VersM  in  the  v^'oes  and  vanities  of  life 
He  pity'd  rnan,  and  much  he  pityM  thofe  235 

Whom  falfcly-fmiling  Fate  has  curs'd  with  means 
To  diifipate  their  days  in  quelt  of  joy. 
*'  Our  aim  is  happinefs ;  'tis  your's,  'tis  mine, 
(He  faid  ;)  'tis  the  purfuit  of  all  that  live; 
*'  Yet  few  attain  it,  if  'twas  e'er  attain'd  :  243 

*'  But  they  the  wideft  wander  from  the  mark 
*'  Who  thro'  the  flow'ry  paths  of  faunt'ring  joy 
*'  Seek  tiiis  coy  goddefs,  that  from  I'tage  to  ftage 
**  Invites  us  ftill,  but  fhifts  as  we  purine: 
**  For  not  to  name  the  pains  that  pleafure  brings      24.5 
"  To  counterpoKe  itfelf,  relentlefs  Fate 
*'  Forbids  that  we  thro'  gay  voluptuous  wilds 
**   Should  ever  roam  ;  and  were  the  Fates  more  kind 
*'  Our  narrow  luxuries  would  loon  grow  ftale  :         249 
li  Were  thefe  exhauitlefs  Nature  would  grow  lick, 
**  And  cloy'd  with  pleafure  fqueamiihiy  complain 
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"  That  all  is  vanity,  and  life  a  dream. 
*'  Let  Nature  reft  :  be  bvuy  for  ycurfelf 
"  And  for  your  friend  ;  be  bufy  e'en  in  vain 
<•'  Rather  th.an  teale  her  fated  appetites.  255 

•'  Who  never  fafts  no  banquet  e'er  enjoys  ; 
"  Who  never  toils  or  watches  never  fleeps. 
*'  Let  Nature  reft;  and  when  the  tafte  of  joy 
^'-  Grows  Icten  indulge,  but  (bun  fatiety. 

"  'Tis  not  for  mortals  always  to  be  bleft,  260 

"  But  him  the  leaft  the  cull  or  painful  hours 
*'   Of  life  opprefs,  whom  fober  Senfe  condu6ls, 
«'    ^nd  Virtue  thro'  this  labyrinth  we  tread. 
«'  Virtue  and  Senfe  I  mean  not- to  disjoin; 
*'  Virtue  and  Senfe  are  one:  and  truft  me  ftill  26^ 

"   A  faithlefs  heart  betrays  the  head  unfound, 
<'  Virtue  (for  mere  Good-nature  is  a  fool) 
«'  Is  fenfe,  and  fpirit  with  humanity  : 
**  'Tis  fom.etimes  angry,  and  its  frown  cor-founds  ; 
«'  'Tis  e'en  vindi6tive,  but  in  vengeance  juft.  270 

*'  Knaves  fain  would  bugh  at  it  j  feme  great  ones  dare  j 
<'  But  at  his  heart  the  raoft  undaunted  fon 
•'  Of  Fortune  dreads  its  name  and  avv^ful  charms, 
"  To  nobleft  uies  this  determines  v/e^lth  ; 
«'  This  is  tlie  iolid  pom.p  of  profj)'rous  days,  275 

*'  The  peace  and  (lieiter  of  advtrfity  : 
•'  And  if  you  pant  for  glcry  build  your  fame 
*•   On  this  foundation,  which  the  fecret  (hock 
«'  Defies  of  Envy  and  all-fapping  Time. 
*'  The  gaudy  glofs  of  Forume  only  ftrikes  aSo 

«'  The  vulgar  eye  :  the  fuftrage  of  the  wife, 
«*  The  praife  that's  worth  ambition,  is  atiain'd 
*'  By  Senfe  alone  and  dignity  of  mind. 

<'  Virtue,  the  ilrtngth  and  beauty  of  the  foul^ 
*'   Ig  the  heft  gift  of  Keav'n,  a  happinefs  z%^ 

*'  That  e'en  above  the  fmdes  and  fiowns  of  Fate 
«'  Exalts  great  Nature'c  fav'rites,  a  wealth 
*'  That  ne'er  incumbers  nor  can  be  transferr'd. 
"  Riches  are  oft'  by  guilt  and  baftnefs  earn'd, 
♦<  Or  dealt  by  Chance  lo  ftiield  a  hicky  knave,  290 

"  O;-  tlircvv  a  crufcl  funn-.ine  on  a  fool  v 
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*'  But  for  one  end,  one  much-negle(5Ved  ufe, 

*'  Are  riches  worth  your  care  :   (for  Nature's  wants 

*'  Are  few,  and  without  opulence  fupply'd) 

**  This  noble  end  is  to  produce  the  foui,  29,5 

"  To  fhew  their  virtues  in  their  fnirelt  light, 

*•  To  make  Humanity  the  minifter 

**  Of  bounteous  Providence,  and  teach  the  breaft 

**  That  gen'rous  luxury  the  gods  enjoy." 

Thus  in  his  graver  vein  the  friendly  fage  ^00 

Sometimes  decl.'.im'd.     Of  right  and  wrong  he  taught 
Truths  as  refin'd  as  ever  Athens  heard. 
And  (ftrange  to  tell !)  he  praftis'd  what  he  preach'd. 
Skilrd  in  the  PafTions,  how  to  check  their  fway 
He  knew,  as  far  as  Realbn  can  conrroul  305 

The  lawlefs  powers.     But  other  cares  aie  mine; 
Form'd  in  the  fchool  of  Pseon  I  relate 
What  Paflions  hurt  the  body,  what  improve  j 
Avoid  them  or  invite  them  as  you  may. 

Know  then,  whatever  cheerful  and  (erene  3  • 

Supports  the  mind  fupports  the  body  too  : 
Hence  the  moft  vital  movement  mortals  ftti 
Is  hope,  the  balm  and  li'e  blood  of  tlie  foul  : 
It  plcafes,  and  it  lafts.     Indulgent  Heav'n 
Sent  down  the  kind  delufion  thro*  the  paths  3T5 

Of  rugged  life  to  lead  us  patient  on, 
And  make  our  happieli  frate  no  tedious  thing. 
Our  grcatefi:  good,  and  wiiat  we  lead  can  fpare, 
Is  hope;  the  lad  of  all  our  evils  fear. 

But  there  are  Pafiions  grateful  to  the  bread  310 

And  yet  no  friends  to  lite:   perhaps  they  pleafe 
Or  to  excels,  and  diflipate  the  (bul, 
Or  while  they  pleafe  torment.     The  ftubborn  clown. 
The  ill-J-am'd  ruffian,  and  pale  ufurer, 
(If  Love's  omnipotence  fuch  hearts  can  mould)         3x5 
May  fafely  mellow  into  love,  and  grow 
Refln'd,  humane,  and  gen'rous,  if  they  can. 
Love  in  fuch  bofnms  never  to  a  fault 
Or  pains  or  pleafcs :   but  ye  finer  Souls  \ 
Form'd  to  foft  luxury,  and  prompt  to  thrill  3^3 

With  ail  the  tumults,  all  the  joys  and  pain. 


ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH.  6j 

That  beauty  gives,  with  caution  and  referve 
Indulge  the  fweet  deftroyer  of  repofe, 
Nor  court  too  much  the  queen  ot  charming  cares  j 
For  while  the  cherifti'd  poifon  in  your  breaft  35 

Ferments  and  maddens,  fick  with  jealoufy, 
Ablence,  diftruft,  or  e'en  with  anxious  joy, 
The  wholefome  appetites  and  pow'rs  of  life 
Diflolve  in  languor:  the  coy  ftomach  loathes 
The  genial  board  ;  your  cheerful  days  are  gone  ;        340 
The  gen'rcus  bloom  that  fludi'd  your  cheeks  is  fled  : 
To  fighs  devoted  and  to  tender  pains 
Penfive'you  lit,  or  folitary  ftray. 
And  walte  your  youth  in  mufing  :  mufing  firft 
Toy'd  into  care  your  unfufpe^ting  heart  j  345 

It  found  a  liking  there,  a  fportful  fire. 
And  that  fomented  into  ferious  love, 
Which  mufing  daily  ftrengthens  and  improves 
Thro'  eU  the  heights  of  fondnefs  and  romance  j 
And  you're  undone,  the  fatal  fhaft  has  fped,  350 

If  once  you  doubt  whether  you  love  or  no  : 
The  body  waftes  away,  th'  infected  mind, 
Diflolv'd  in  female  tendernefs,  forgets 
Each  manlv  virtue,  and  grows  dead  to  fame. 
Sweet  Heav'n  !  from  fuch  intoxicating  charms  355 

Defend  all  worthy  breafts!  not  that  I  deem 
Love  always  dang'rous,  always  to  be  fhunn'd  j 
Love  well  repaid,  and  not  too  weakly  funk 
Jn  wanton  and  unmanly  tendernefs. 
Adds  bloom  to  Health,  o'er  ev'ry  virtue  (beds  360 

A  gay,  humane,  a  Iweet,  and  gen'rous,  grace. 
And  brighteiis  all  the  ornaments  of  man  : 
But  fruitlefs,  hopelefs,  difappointedj  rack'd 
With  jealouly,  fatigu'd  with  hope  and  fear. 
Too  ferious,  or  too  l.mguiihingly  fond,  365 

Unnerves  the  body,  and  unmans  the  foul. 
And  fome  have  dy'd  for  love,  and  lome  run  mad, 
And  fome  with  defp'rate  hands  themfelves  have  flain. 

Some  to  extinguilh,  others  to  preverit, 
A  mad  devotion  to  one  dang'rous  fan-  370 

Court  all  they  meet,  in  hopes  to  clilTipate 
F 
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The  cares  of  love  amongft  an  hundred  brides, 

Th'  event  is  doubtful  j  for  there  are  who  find 

A  cure  in  this,  there  are  who  find  it  not. 

'Tis  no  relief  alas  !   it  rather  galls  375 

The  wound  to  thofe  who  are  fincerely  fick  ; 

For  while  from  fev'rifh  and  tumultuous  joys 

The  nerves  grow  languid,  and  the  foul  fubfides, 

The  tender  fancy  fmarts  with  evVy  ifing. 

And  what  was  love  before  is  madnefs  now,  380 

Is  Health  your  care,  or  luxury  your  aim  ? 

Be  temperate  llill :  when  Nature  bids  obey; 

Her  wild  impatient  fallies  bear  no  curb  : 

But  when  the  prurient  habit  of  delight 

Or  loofe  imagination  fpurs  you  on  385 

To  deeds  above  your  (trength,  impute  it  not 

To  Nature  j  Nature  all  compulfion  hates. 

Ah  !   let  nor  luxury  nor  vain  renown 

Urge  you  to  feats  you  v.'ell  might  fleep  v^lthout. 

To  make  what  (hould  be  rapture  a  fatigue,  390 

A  tedious  tanc,  nor  in  the  wanton  arms 

01  twining  Lais  melt  your  manhood  down  ; 

For  from  the  coUiquation  of  foft  joys 

How  changed  you  life  !  the  ghoft  of  what  you  was  ! 

Languid  and  melancholy,  and  gaunt  and  wan,  395 

Your  veins  exhaulled,  and  your  nerves  unftrung, 

Spoil'd  of  ils  balm  and  fprightly  zeft,  the  blood 

Grows  vapid  phlegm  ;  along  the  tender  nerves 

(  To  each  flight  impulfe  tremblingly  awake) 

A  fubtile  fiend  tliat  mimics  all  the  plagues,  400 

Rapid  and  reillefs  (brings  from  part  to  part : 

The  blooming  honours  of  your  youth  are  fall'n,    - 

Your  vigour  pines,  your  vital  powVs  decay, 

Difeafcs  haunt  you,  and  \mtiniely  age 

Creeps  on,  unfocial,  impotent,  and  lewd.  405 

Ir.fatuate,  impious,  Epicure  !  to  wafte 

Tiie  ftores  of  pleafure,  cheerfulnefs,  and  Health  1 

Infatuate  all  who  make  delight  their  trade. 

And  coy  perdition  ev'ry  hour  purfue. 

Who  pines  with  love,  or  m  lafcivious  flames  41  j 

Confumes,  is  with  his  own  eonlent  undone  : 
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He  chufes  to  be  wretched,  to  be  mad, 
And  warnM  proceeds  and  wilful  to  his  fate. 
But  there  is  a  Paflion  wl-iole  teiripeftiious  iWay 
Tears  up  each  virtue  planted  in  the  biealf,  415 

And  (hakes  to  ruins  proud  Philofophy  : 
For  pale  and  trembling  Anger  rufiies  in 
With  falt'ring  fpeech,  and  eves  that  wildly  ftare. 
Fierce  as  the  tiger,  madder  than  the  leas, 
Defp'rate,  and  arm'd  vi^ith  more  than  human  ftrength. 
How  foon  the  calm,  humane,  and  polifli  d,  man         421 
Forgets  compundion,  and  (larts  up  a  fiend  ! 
Who  pines  in  love,  or  waftes  with  lilent  cares. 
Envy  or  ignominy,  or  tender  giief, 
Slowly  deli:ends  and  lingering  to  the  flia'es ;  425 

But  he  whom  anger  ftings  drops  ir  he  dies 
At,  once,  and  rufhes  apopleftic  down, 
Or  a  fierce  fever  hurries  him  to  hell  : 
For  as  tlie  body  thro'  unnumbered  firings 
Reverberates  each  vibration  of  the  ibul, 
As  is  the  PalTion  fuch  is  ftill  the  pain 
The  body  feels  or  chronic  or  acute  ; 
And  oft'  a  fuddeii  ftorm  at  once  o'erpow'rs 
The  life,  or  gives  your  reafon  to  the  winds. 
Such  fates  attend  the  rafh  alarm  of  fear 
And  fudden  grief,  and  rage,  and  fudden  joy. 

There  are  meantime  to  whom  the  boift'rous  fit 
Is  Health,  and  only  fills  the  fails  of  life  : 
For  where  the  mind  a  torpid  winter  leads. 
Wrapt  in  a  body  corpulent  and  cold,  44.0 

And  each  clogg'd  funtlion  lazily  moves  on, 
A  gen'rous  faily  fpurns  tli'  incumbent  load. 
Unlocks  tlie  brtaft,  and  gives  a  cordial  glow. 
But  if  your  wrathful  blood  is  apt  to  boil. 
Or  are  your  nerves  too  irritably  Itrung,  445 

Wave  all  difpiue  ;  be  cautious  if  you  jcke  5 
Keep  lent  for  ever,  and  forf'wear  the  bowl  j 
For  one  rafti  moment  fends  you  to  the  dudes. 
Or  fhatrers  ev'ry  hopeful  fcheme  of  life. 
And  gives  to  horror  all  your  days  to  come.  450 

Fate  arni'dwith  thunder,  fire,  and  ev'ry  plague 
Fz 
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That  ruins,  tortures,  or  diftracls,  mankind, 
And  makes  the  happy  wretched  in  an  hour, 
O'erwhelms  you  not  with  woes  lb  horrible 
As  your  own  wrath,  nor  gives  more  fudden  blows.    455 

While  choler  works,  good  Friend  !  you  may  be  wrong  ; 
Diftruft  yourlelf,  and  lleep  before  you  fight : 
'Tis  not  too  late  to-moriow  to  be  brave  } 
It  Honour  bids  to-morrow  kill  or  die. 
But  ci\m  advice  againll  a  raging  fit  460 

Avails  too  little  :  and  it  braves  the  powV 
OF  all  that  ever  taught  in  profe  or  long 
To  tame  the  fiend  that  lleeps  a  gentle  lamb 
And  wakes  a  lion.     UnprovokM  and  calm 
You  reafon  well,  fee  as  you  ought  to  fee,  465 

And  wonder  at  the  maJnefs  of  mankind  ; 
Seiz'd  with  the  common  rage  you  foon  forget 
The  fpeculations  of  your  wifer  hours  : 
Befet  with  Furies  of  ail  deadly  fhapes. 
Fierce  and  infidious,  violent  and  flow,  470 

With  all  that  urge  or  lure  us  on  to  fate, 
What  refuge  Hiall  we  feek,  what  arms  prepare  ? 
Where  reafun  proves  too  weak,  or  void  of  wiles 
To  cope  with  iubtile  or  impetuous  powers, 
I  would  invoke  new  Pailions  to  your  aidj  475 

With  indignation  would  extinguilh  fear. 
With  fear  or  gen'rous  pity  vanquifti  rage, 
And  love  with  pride,  and  force  to  force  oppofe. 

There  is  a  charm,  a  pow'r,  that  fways  the  breaft, 
Bids  ev'ry  pafTion  revel  or  be  ftill,  480 

Infpires  with  rage,  or  all  your  cares  diflblves. 
Can  footh  diftraclion,  and  ahnoft  defpair: 
That  pow'r  is  mufic  ;  far  beyond  the  ftretch 
Of  thofe  unmeaning  warblers  on  our  ftage, 
Thofe  clumfy  heroes,  thofe  fat-headed  gods,  485 

Who  move  no  Pafilon  juftiy  but  contempt. 
Who  like  our  dancers  (light  indeed  and  ftrong !) 
Do  wondrous  feats,  but  never  heard  of  grace. 
The  fault  is  our's  j  we  bear  thofe  monftrous  arts. 
Good  Heav'n  !  we  praife  them  ;  we  with  loudeft  peals 
Applaud  the  fool  that  highelt  lifts  his  heels,  49  j 
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And  with  tnfipld  fhew  of  rapture  die 
OF  idiot  notes  imperrinentlv  long. 
But  he  the  Mule's  hurel  juftly  lliares, 
A  poet  he,  and  touchM  with  Heav'n's  own  fire,        495 
Who  with  bold  rage  or  lolemn  pomp  of  founds 
Inflames,  exalts,  and  ravifhes,  the  ibul  j 
Now  tender,  plaintive,  fvveet  almjif  to  ]>ain, 
In  love  dllTolves  you;  now  in  fpnghtly  ftrains 
Breath.es  a  gay  rapture  thro'  your  thrilling  breall-,     500 
Or  melts  the  heart  with  airs  divinely  lad. 
Or  wakes  to  horror  tlie  tremendous  ftrmgs. 
Such  was  the  bard  v^hofe  heav'nly  ftrains  of  old 
Appeas'd  the  fiend  of  melancholy  Saul  ; 
Such  was,  if  old  and  Heathen  fame  fay  true,  505 

The  man  who  bad  the  Theban  domes  alcend, 
And  tamM  the  favage  nations  with  his  long ; 
And  fuch  the  Th.racian  whole  melcdious  lyre 
Tun'd  to  folt  woe  made  all  the  m.ountains  weep, 
SoothM  e'en  th'  inexorable  pov/Vs  of  hell,  510 

And  half  redeeni'd  his  loft  Euiydice. 
Mulic  exalts  each  joy,  allays  each  grief, 
Expels  difeafes,  foftens  ev'ry  pain, 
Subdues  the  rage  of  poilbn,  and  the  plague  j 
And  hence  tiie  wife  of  ancient  days  adcr'd. 
Ofie  pow'r  of  Phyfic,  Melody,  and  Song.  51^ 


OF  BENEVOLENCE. 
AN  EPISTLE  TO  EU?vIENES, 

Firjl printed m  the  Year  i-js^* 

IND  to  my  frailties  ftill  Eumenes,  hear; 
Once  more  I  try  the  patience  of  your  ear, 
Not  oft'  I  fing  :   the  happier  for  the  Town  ; 
So  ftunn'd  already  they're  quite  llupid  grown     • 
With  monthly,  daily — charming  things  I  own.  5 

♦  This  little  piece  v/as  addrefied  to  a  -worthy  Rentlemar,  a"  an  exprefHon 
Cf  fcratitude  lor  his  kind  endeavours  to  do  the  Auccor  a  great  piece  of  Icrvice. 
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Happy  for  them  I  feldom  couit  the  Nine  j 

Another  art,  a  ferious  an .  is  mine. 

O]-' nauteoiis  verfes  offered  once  a  week, 

*'   You  cannot  lay  I  did  it"  if  you're  ficlc. 

*Twas  ne'er  my  pride  to  fhine  by  flaHiy  fits  lo 

Amongft  the  daily,  weekly,  monthly,  wits  : 

Content  if  I'ome  ftw  friends  indulge  my  name, 

So  flightly  am  I  flung  with  love  of  fame, 

I  would  not  fcrawl  one  hundred  idle  lines— 

Not  for  the  praite  of  all  the  Magazines.  15 

Yet  once  a  moon  perhaps  I  ileal  a  night, 
And  if  our  fire  Apollo  pleafes  write. 
You  (mile  j  but  all  the  train  the  Mufe  that  follow, 
Chriftians  and  dunces,  ftill  we  quote  Apollo: 
Unhappy  ftill  our  poets  will  rehearse  20 

To  Goths,  that  ftare  aftonifh'd  at  their  verfe. 
To  the  rank  tribes  fubmit  their  virgin  laysj 
So  grofs,  io  beftial  is  the  luft  of  prail'e! 

I  to  found  judges  from  the  mub  appeal, 
And  write  to  thofe  who  molt  my  fubje6t  feel.  25 

Eumenes,  thefe  dry  moral  lines  I  truft 
With  you,  whom  nought  that's  moral  can  difguft: 
With  you  I  venture  in  plain  homelpun  fenfe 
What  I  imagine  of  Benevolence. 

Of  all  the  monders  of  the  humankind  30 

What  ftrikes  you  moft  is  the  low  felfifli  mhid. 
You  wonder  how  without  one  lib'ral  joy 
The  fteady  miler  can  his  years  employ. 
Without  one  friend,  howe'er  his  fortunes  thrive, 
Defpis'd  and  hated  how  he  bears  to  live.  35 

With  honeft  warmth  of  heart,  with  fome  degree 
Of  pity  that  fuch  wretched  things  (hould  be, 
You  fcorn  the  fordid  knave. — He  grins  at  you. 
And  deems  himfclf  the  wifer  of  the  two.— i 
'Tis  all  but  ta^e  howe'er  we  fift  the  cafe  :  40 

He  has  his  joy,  as  ev'ry  creature  has. 
'Tis  true  he  cannot  boaft  an  angel's  fhare. 
Yet  has  what  happinefs  his  organs  bear. 
Thou  llkewife  mad'ft  the  high  feraphic  i^oul 
Maker  Omnipotent  1  and  thou  the  owl :  45 
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Heav'n  formM  him  too,  ar;d  doubtlefs  for  fome  ufe. 
But  Craneccnrt  knows  not  yet  all  Nature's  views. 

'Tis  chiefly  ta:le,  or  blunt,  org!o;s,  or  fine. 
Makes  life  infipid,  beftial,  or  divine. 
Better  be  born  with  talte  to  little  rent  50 

Than  the  dull  monarch  of  a  continent. 
Without  this  bounty,  which  the  gods  bed-ow. 
Can  Fortune  make  one  iav'rite  liappy  ? — No  i 
As  well  might  Fortune  m  her  frolic  vein 
Proclaim  an  cyltcr  lovVeign  of  the  main.  55 

Without  fine  nerve;5,  and  bofom  juftly  warm'd, 
An  eye,  an  ear,  a  fancy  to  be  charm'd, 
In  vain  majeltic  Wren  expands  the  dome, 
Blank  as  pale  ftucco  Rubens  lines  the  room, 
Loft  are  the  raptures  of  bold  Handel's  itrain,  60 

Great  Tuliy  ftorms,  Iwcet  Virgil  iings  in  vain  ; 
The  beauteous  forms  of  Nature  are  effac'd. 
Tempers  foft  charms,  the  raging  v/at'ry  vvalte, 
Each  greatly  wild,  each  fweet  romantic  fcene. 
Unheeded  riles,  and  almoft  unfecn.  65 

Yet  thefe  are  joys  with  fome  of  better  clay 
To  footh  the  toils  of  life's  embarrafs'd  way  ; 
Thefe  the  fine  frame  with  clK^rming  horrors  chill, 
And  give  the  nerves  delightfully  to  thrill. 
But  of  all  taft e  the  nobielt  and  the  belf,  70 

The  firR-  enjoyment  or  the  gen'rous  breaft, 
Is  to  behold  in  man's  obnoxious  ftate 
Scenes  of  content,  and  happy  turns  of  fate  ; 
Fair  views  of  Nature,  fniutng  works  ot  art, 
Amufe  the  fancy,  but  thefe  touch  the  heart.  75 

Chiefly  for  this  proud  epic  fong  delights, 
For  this  fome  riot  on  th'  Arabian  Nights. 
Each  cafe  is  our's  ;  and  for  the  human  mind 
Tis  monftrous  not  to  feel  for  all  mankind. 
Were  all  mankind  unhappy  who  could  tafte  80 

Elyfiurn,  or  be  folitar'ly  bleft  ? 
Shock'd  with  furrounding  fliapes  of  human  wocj 
All  that  or  ftnfe  or  fancy  couid  biltow 
You  would  reje^c  with  fick  and  coy  difdain, 
And  pant  to  fee  pne  cheerful  face  again.  85 


€R  BENEVOLENCE. 

But  if  life's  better  prclpefls  to  Uhold 
So  much  cUlioht  the  man  ofgen'rcus  mould, 
Kow  happy  they,  the  great,  the  godlike  few. 
Who  daily  cultivate  this  pleafmg  view  ! 
This  is  a  joy  poflTeisM  by  few  indeed  !  o 

Dame  Fortune  has  fo  many  fools  to  feed 
She  cannot  oft'  afford,  with  all  her  ftore. 
To  yield  her  fmiles  where  Nature  fmii'd  before. 
To  linking  worth  a  cordial  hand  to  lend, 
With  betler  fortune  to  i'urprife  a  friend,  55 

To  cheer  the  modeft  Granger's  lonely  ftate, 
Or  fnatch  an  orphan  family  from  fate, 
To  do,  pofiefs'd  with  virtue's  noblefc  five, 
Such  gen'rous  deeds  as  we  with  tears  admire, 
Deeds  that  above  ambition's  vulgar  aim  100 

Secure  an  amiable,  a  (olid  fame  ; 
Thefe  are  luch  joys  as  Heav'n's  firft  fav'rites  feize  ; 
Thefe  plcafe  you  now,  and  will  for  ever  pieafe. 

Too  leldom  we  great  moral  deeds  admire; 
The  will,  the  pow'rs,  th'  occafion,  muft  confpirj  :     105 
Yet  few  there  are  fo  impcte-.t  and  low 
But  can  feme  fmall  good  offices  befcow : 
Small  as  they  are,  however  cheap  they  come, 
They  add  ftill  fomething  to  the  genVal  fum  5 
And  him  vA\o  gives  the  little  in  his  pow'r  110 

The  world  acquits,  and  Heav'n  demands  no  more. 

Unhappy  he  who  feels  each  neighbour's  woe, 
Yet  no  rtlief,  no  comfort  can  bellow  ! 
Unhappy  too  who  feels  each  kijid  eilay. 
And  for  great  favours  has  but  words  to  pay,  115 

V/ho  fcornrul  of  the  fiatt'rer's  fawnng  art 
Dreads  e'en  to  pour  his  gratitude  of  heart. 
And  with  a  diftant  lover's  fdent  pain 
Mud  the  hi{\  movements  or  his  jbul  rtftrain  ! 
But  men  fagacicus  ro  explore  mankind,  120 

Trace  e'en  the  coyeft  pailions  cf  tbe  mind. 
Not  only  to  the  good  we  owe  good- will  j 
In  gcod  and  bad  diltrefs  demands  it  ftill : 
This  with  the  gen'rous  lays  diltinclion  low, 
Endearsj^a  friend,  and  recommends  a  foe.  135 
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Not  that  refentment:  never  cught  to  rife, 

For  e'en  excefs  of  virtue  ranks  with  vice  ; 

And  there  are  villainies  no  bench  can  awe, 

That  fport  without  the  limits  cf  the  law. 

No  laws  th'  ungen'rous  crime  would  reprehend          130 

Could  I  forget  Euraenes  was  my  friend  : 

In  vain  the  gibbet  or  the  pill'ry  claim 

The  wreich  who  blafts  a  helplei's  virgin's  fame. 

Where  laws  are  dup'd  its  nor  unjuft  nor  mean 

To  feize  the  proper  tim.e  for  honeft  fpleen.  135 

An  open  candid  foe  I  could  not  hate, 

Nor  e'en  infult  the  bafe  in  humbled  ftate ; 

But  thriving  Malice  tamely  to  forgive — 

'Tis  fomewhat  late  to  be  fo  primitive. 

But  I  detain  you  wiili  thei'e  tedious  lays,  14.0 

Which  few  perhaps  would  read  and  fewer  praife. 
No  matter,  could  I  pleafe  the  polifh'd  few 
Who  talte  the  ferious  or  the  gay  like  you. 
The  fqueamifh  mob  may  find  my  verfcs  bare 
Of  ev'ry  grace — but  curie  me  if  I  care.  14.5 

Befides,  I  little  court  Parnafllan  fame; 
Theie's  yet  a  better  than  a  poet's  name. 
'Twould  more  indulge  iny  pride  to  hear  it  Tald 
That  I  with  you  the  paths  of  honour  tread. 
Than  that  amongll  the  proud  pcctic  train  j^o 

No  Modern  boafted  a  more  clafTic  vein. 
Or  that  in  numbers  I  let  loofe  my  fong 
Smooth  as  the  Tweed,  and  as  the  Severn  ftrong.      153 
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Proferre  qu*  fer.tiat  cur  quifqu^.m  liber  duiiiCi  r— Malim,  Nienercule,  folus 
infinite,  qiism  foLrijs  aut  picbis  a'jt  patium  deliberationibus  igilaviter 
alTentaii.  Autor  Aiioiiym.VraKm. 


"O  ANGE  from  Tow'rhill  all  London  to  the  Fleet, 
Thoice  round  the  Temple  t'  utmoft  GrolVenor 
Street, 
Take  in  your  route  both  Grny's  and  Lincoln's  Inn, 
Mifs  not  be  lure  my  Lords  and  .Gentlemen, 
You'll  hardly  raife,  as  I  with  Petty  *  guefs,  5 

Above  twelve  thou  land  men  of  Taile,  unlefs 
In  defp'rate  times  a  Conncifleur  may  pals. 

"  Connoiflcur  !  what's  thrit  ?"  'Tis  hard  to  fay  j 
But  you  muft  oft'  amidft  the  fair  and  gay 
Have  feen  a  wou'd  be  rake,  a  fmtt'ring  fool,  10 

Who  fwears  he  loves  the  fex  with  all  his  foul. 
Alas,  vain  Youth  !  dofl:  thou  admire  fwcet  Jones  ? 
Thou  be  gallant  v/ithout  or  blood  or  bones ! 
You'd  fplit  to  hear  th'  infipid  coxcomb  cry, 
*'  Ah  charming  Nanny  !  it  is  too  much  I  I  die  !"■ —  15 
*'  Die  and  bedamn'd,  (lays  one  ;)  but  let  me  tell  ye 
*'  I'll  pay  the  lofs  if  ever  rapture  kill  ye." 

'Tis  eafy  learnt  the  art  to  talk  by  rote. 
At  Nando's  'tvi^ill  but  coli:  you  halt  a  groat ; 
The  Bedford  School  at  three-pence  is  not  dear  Sir  ;     20 
At  White's — the  ftars  inftru6\  you  for  a  tefter : 
But  he  whom  Nature  never  meant  to  fliai^ 
One  fpark  of  Tafte  will  never  catch  it  there — 
Nor  no  where  elfe,  howe'er  the  booby  beau 
Grows  great  with  Pope,  and  Horace,  and  Boileau.     25 

Good  native  Tafte,  tho'  lude,  is  feldom  wrong, 
Be  it  in  mufic,  painting,  or  in  fong: 

«  Sir  Vvilliam  Petty,  Author  of  The  Politic:!  Arithn.etic.  > 
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But  this  3S  well  as  other  faculties 
Improves  with  age,  and  ripens  by  degrees. 
I  know  niy  Dear,  'tis  needlcTs  to  deny  't,  30 

You  like  Voiture  ;  you  think  him  wondrous  bright  j 
But  fev'n  ytars  hence,  your  reliHi  more  matur'd. 
What  now  delights  will  hardly  be  endur'd. 
The  boy  may  live  to  taile  Racine's  fine  charms 
Whom  Lee's  bald  orb  or  Rowc'sdry  rapture  warms  : 
But  he  enfranchis'd  from  his  tutor's  care,  3*5 

Who  places  Butler  near  Cervantes'  chair. 
Or  with  Erafmus  can  admit  to  vie 
Brown  of  Squabhall,  of  merry  memory, 
Will  die  a  Goth,  and  nod  at  Woden's  *  feaft  4.# 

Th'  eternal  winter  long  on  Greg'ry's  f  bread. 

Loner  may  he  fwill  this  patriarch  of  the  dull 
The  drowiy  mum — but  touch  not  Maro's  fkull ! 
His  holy  barb'rous  dotage  fought  to  doom, 
Good  Heav'n  !  th'  immortal  Claihcs  to  the  tomb  !— 
Thole  facrcd  lights  fiiall  bid  new  genius  rife  4$ 

When  all  Rome's  faints  have  rotted  from  the  Ikies. 
Be  thefe  your  guides  if  at  the  ivy  crown 
You  aim,  each  country's  ciallics  and  your  own  3 
But  chiefly  wkh  tlie  Ancients  pafs  your  prime,  jo 

And  drink  Caltalia  at  the  fountain's  brim. 
The  man  to  genuine  Burgundy  bred  up. 
Soon  flarts  the  dafli  of  Mcthuen  in  his  cup. 

Thofe  fov'reign  mafters  of  the  Mule's  Ikill, 
Are  the  true  patterns  of  good  writing  (lill :  e^ 

Their  ore  vv'as  rich,  and  i'cv'n  times  pura'd  of  lead  j 
Their  art  feern'd  Nature,  'c u-as  fo  finely  hid. 
Tho'  born  with  all  the  pow'rs  of  writ:in::r  well, 
What  pains  it  coft  they  did  not  blufli  lo  teil. 
Their  eafe  (my  Lords  ')  ne'er  loung'd  for  want  of  fire, 
Nor  did  theu-  rage  thro'  affeclation  tire  j  6x 

*  Alluding  to  the  Go>h!c  heaven,  Wo:len's  Ha!),  where  the  happy  are  for 
ever  employed  i:)  drinJciug  beer,  mujn,  and  other  comfortable  liquors,  out  cf 
the  llcuils  oftholc  whom  they  had  (lain  in  battle. 

+  Pope  Gregory  VI.  diftinguiihed  hy  the  name  of  St.  Gregory,  whofe  pious 
zeal  in  the  tirrie  of  barbarous  ignorance  and  prieftly  tyranny  exerted  itfelf  tK 
dcmoiifliin^  ;u  tiic  utmcft  ol  his  power  ail  the  rcmaioi  of  :-ie2tlien  geuiusi 
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Free  from  all  tawilry,  and  iinpofing  glare, 
They  trufted  to  their  native  grace  of  air  : 
Rapt'rous  and  wild  the  trembling  foul  they  feize, 
Or  fly  coy  beauties  fteal  it  by  degrees  :  65 

The  more  you  view  them  ftiU  the  more  they  pleafe. 

Yet  there  are  thoufands  of  fcholaftic  merit 
Who  worm  their  fenfe  out  but  ne'er  tafte  their  fpirltf 
Witnefs  each  pedant  under  Bentley  bred, 
Each  commentator  that  e'er  commented  :  7© 

(You  fcarce  can  ieize  a  fpot  of  plaftic  ground, 
With  leagues  of  Dutch  morafs  fo  floated  round) 
Witnefs — But  Sir  I  hold  a  cautious  pen. 
Left  I  (hould  wrong  fome  honourable  men. 
They  grow  enthufiafts  too — 'Tis  true!  'tis  pity!        75 
But  'tis  not  ev'ry  lunatic  that's  witty. 
Some  have  run  Maro — and  fome  Milton — mad  ; 
Afliley  once  turn'd  a  folid  barber's  head : 
Hear  all  that's  faid,  or  printed  if  you  can, 
A/liIey  has  turn'd  more  folid  heads  than  one.  %o 

Let  fuch  admire  each  great  or  fpecious  name. 
For  right  or  wrong  the  joy  to  them's  the  fame. 
*'  Right!"  Yes.  a  thoufand  times. — Each  fool  has  heard 
That  Homer  was  a  wonder  of  a  bard. 
Defpife  them  civilly  with  all  mv  heart—  S5 

But  to  convince  them  is  a  defp'i'ate  part. 
Why  fiiould  you  teafe  one  for  what  lecret  caufe 
One  dotes  on  Horace,  or  on  Hudibras  ? 
'Tis  cruel  Sir,  'tis  needlefs,  to  er.deavoiu' 
To  teach  a  lot  ol'  Tafte — he  knows  no  flavour.  50 

To  difunite  I  neither  wiih  nor  hope 
A  Itubhorn  blockhead  from  his  fav'rlte  fop  : 
Yes — fop  I  fay,  were  Maro's  felf  before  'em. 
For  Maro's  feU  grows  dull  as  they  pore  o'er  him. 

But  litar  their  raptures  o'er  fome  fpecious  rhyme    95 
rVubb'd  by  the  nuifk'd  and  greaCy  mob  iubiime  } 
For  I'pieen's  dear  lake  hear  how  a  coxcomb  prates. 
As  clam'ious  o'er  his  joys  as  fifty  cars  : 
«'  Mufic  has  charms  to  Iboth  a  fiva^e  breafl:, 
*'  To  foften  rocks  and  oaks/' — and  all  the  reft ;       io» 
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«  I'ave   heard'' — Bleis  thele  long   ears  ! — "  Heav'ns 

*'  what  a  ftrain  ! 
*«  Good  God  !  what  thunders  burft  in  this  Campaign'. 
««  Hark,  Waller  warbles  !  Ah!  how  iweetly  killing ! 
*'  Then  that  inimitable  Splendid  Shilling  !  104. 

*•'  Rowe  breathes  all   Shakefpeare  here  ! — That  ode  ot 
*<   Is  Spenfer  quite  !  egad  his  very  fire  ! —  [Prior 

*'  As  hkc" — Yes,  faiih  !  as  gumflow'rs  to  the  role, 
Or  as  to  claret  flat  Minorca's  dofe  ; 
As  like  as  (if  I  am  not  grcflly  wrong) 
Erie  Robert's  Mice  to  aught  e'er  Chaucer  fung.        no 

Read  bcldly,  and  unprejudic'd  perule 
Each  fav'rite  modern,  e'en  each  ancient  Mufe» 
With  all  the  comic  !alt  and  tragic  rage 
The  great  (tupendous  genius  of  our  ftage, 
Boaif  of  our  ifland,  pride  of  humankind,  115 

Had  faults  to  which  the  boxes  arc  not  blind  ; 
His  frailties  are  to  ev'ry  goffip  known, 
Yet  Milton's  pedantries  not  fhock  the  Town. 
Ne'er  be  the  dupe  ot  names  however  high, 
I-  or  fome  outlive  good  parts,  fome  mifapply.  120 

Each  elegant  Spedlator  you  admire. 
But  mult  ycu  therefore  Iwear  by  Cato's  fire  ? 
Mnfks  for  the  court,  and  oft'  a  clumfy  jeft, 
Dilgiac'd  the  Mufe  that  wrought  the  Alchemift. 
*'  But  to  the  Ancients.'' — Faith  !  I  am  not  clear,  iz$ 
For  all  the  fmooth  round  type  of  Elzevir, 
That  ev'ry  work  which  lafts  in  profe  or  fong 
Two  thouland  years  deferves  to  laft  lb  long  : 
For  not  to  mention  fome  eternal  blades 
Known  only  now  in  academic  fhades,  130 

(Fhoie  facred  groves  where  raptur'd  fpirits  flray, 
And  in  word-hunting  wafte  the  livelong  day) 
Aiicicnts  whom  nor,e  but  curious  critics  fcan. 
Do  lend  Mefl'ala's  *  praifes  if  you  can. 
All!  who  but  feels  the  fweet  contagious  fmart         135 
While  foft  Tibullus  pours  his  tender  heart  ? 

♦  A  poem  of  Tibullus  in  hexan^eter  verfe,  as  ya\s-iii:is   ird  infipid  as  his 
ileS'e^  are  lender  and  iia.sra:. 

Q 
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With  him  tlie  Loves  and  Mules  melt  In  tears, 

Bur  not  a  word  of  fome  hexameteis. 

•'  You  grow  lo  fqueamKli  and  I'o  dev'lifh  dry 

'*  Yoiril  call  Luoetius  vapid  next/'  Not  I  :  J40 

Some  find  him  tedious,  others  think,  him  lame, 

But  if  he  h^gs  his  fubjeft  is  to  blame, 

Rough  weary  roads  thro'  barren  wilds  l;e  try'd, 

YetTtill  he  marclies  with  true  Roman  pride  ; 

Sometimes  a  meteor,  gorgeous,  rapid,  bright,  145 

He  ftrcams  athwart  the  philolcphic  night. 

Fmd  you  in  Horace  no  infipid  odes  ? — 

He  dar'd  to  tell  us  Homer  fometimes  nodsj 

And  but  for  i'uch  a  critic's  hardy  fK.iil 

Homer  might  flumber  unfufpefted  (lill.  150 

Taftelefs,  implicit,  indolent,  and  tame, 
At  fecond-hand  we  chiefly  praife  or  blame  : 
Hence  it  is,  forell'eone  knows  not  why  jior  how, 
Some  authors  flourifii  for  a  year  or  two, 
For  many  fome  ;  more  wondrous  ilill  to  tell  155 

Farquhar  yet  lingers  on  the  brink  of  hell: 
Of  folid  nieiit  others  pine  unknown  j 
A^  fiilt  tho'  Carlos  *  fwinimingly  went  down 
Poor  Belvidera  f  ;il'd  to  mrlc  the  town  : 
Sunk  in  dead  night  the  giant  Milton  lay  160 

Till  Somer's  hand  produced  him  to  the  tlay  ; 
But  thanks  to  Heav'n  and  Addifon's  good  grace 
Now  ev'ry  fop  is  ch.arm'd  with  Chevy  Chale. 

Specious  and  fage  the  i'ov'reign  of  the  flock 
Led  to  the  downs,  or  from  the  wave  worn  rock         16^ 
Reluftant  hurl'd,  the  tame  implicit  train 
Or  crop  the  downs  or  headlong  feek  the  main  : 
As  blindly  we  cur  folcmn  leaders  follow. 
And  good,  and  bad,  and  execrable  fwallow. 

Pray,  on  the  fint  throng'd  ev'ning  of  a  play  170 

That  wears  the  fades  Hippocraficar, 
Strong  lines  of  death,  ligns  dire  of  reprobation. 
Have  you  not  feen  the  angel  offalvation 

*  Don  Carlos,  a  tragedy  of  Ctway's,  now  long  and  jufVly  forgotten,  went  off 
v-ith  ricat  apjjlaufc,  v/hi!e  bis  Orphan,  a  foniewhat  betct-r  perforniance,  and 
wijat  is  yet  mure  itrange  his  Venice  Vrefervea,  according  to  the  theatrical 
anecdotes  of  thofe  ti:riCi,  met  with  a  vevy  c.';;u  rcceptiun. 

f  The  appenrance  of  the  face  in  the  lait  liasc  ot  a  corfumption,  as  it  is  def- 
criucti  uy  i-iippocr<ites. 
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Appear  fubiime,  wirh  wile  and  fo'emn  np 
To  teach  thedoubrhil  rabble  vvhtre  to  clap? —  175 

The  rabble  knows  not  where  cur  dramas   (hine, 
But  where  the  cane  goes  pat — '*  lly  G — that's  fine  !" 

Judge  tor  yoiirreir",  nor  wait  with  timid  phlegm 
Tiii  Ibme  illuib-ious  pedant  hum  or  hem.  179 

The  lords  who  ftai  v\i  Old  Ben  were  learri'dlr  Fond 
Of  Chaucer,  whom  with  bungling  toil  they  conn'd  : 
Their  ions'  whole  ears  bold  Mdton  could  not  i'eizc, 
Would  laugh  o'er  Ben  like  mad,  and  ihufif  and  Ihecze, 
And  I'wear,  and  Teem  as  tickled  as  you  pleafe  : 
Their  ipawn,  the  pride  of  this  lublimer  age,  185 

Feel  to  the  toes  and  horns  grave  Mdton's  rage, 
Tho'  liv'd  he  now  he  might  appeal  vvith  Jcorn 
To  lords,  knights,  'Iquires,  and  do6lGrs,  yet  unborn, 
Or  julUy  mad  to  Moloch's  burning  fane 
Devote  the  choiceft  children  of  his  bra'n.  190 

Judge  for  yourlelf,  and  as  you  find  report 
Of  wit  as  freely  as  of  beef  or  pert. 
Zounds  !  Hiall  a  pert  or  bluff  important  wight, 
V/hoJe  brain  is  fancilefs,  whole  blood  is  white, 
A  mumbling  ape  of  Tafte,  prefcri'-e  us  laws  195 

To  try  the  poets,  for  no  better  caul'e 
Than  that  he  boz^s  per  o.nn.  ten  thoufand  clear, 
Yiilps  in  the  Houfe,  or  barely  Tt-s  a  peer  ? 
For  Hiame !   for  (hame !  the  lib'ral  Britifli  foul 
To  ftoop  to  any  ftale  Dictator's  rule !  200 

I  may  be  wrong,  and  often  am  no  doubt, 
BuL  right  or  wrong  with  friends  with  foes't  will  out. 
Thus  'lis  perhaps  my  fault  if  I  complain 
Of  trite  inventi(;n  and  a  fllmfy  vein, 
Tame  chara6\ers,  unintereiting,  jejune, 
And  paiTIons  dryly  copy'd  from  Le  B;un*  : 
F^r  I  would  rather  never  judge  than  wrong 
That  friend  of  all  men  gen'rous  Fmelon. 

♦  Fir.>  pairiter  to  Lewis  XIV.  v.ho,  to  tpeak  in  fafliiouable  Frer.ch  Englifli, 
called  himftif  Lewis  the  Great.  Our  fovereii^n  lariis  rhe  pailions.  Love,  Rage, 
Defpair,  ifec.  were  graciouily  ptjiife.i  to  fit  to  him  in  their  turns  for  their  por- 
traits, which  he  was  generous  er.o'Jsh  to'  communicate  to  the  public,  to  the 
gre^.t  improvement  no  rou'jt  of  hiftary  paioting.  It  wes  he  who  rhey  fairt  p-  i- 
l".j!ied  Lesucur,  who,  without  halt  his  advautases,  in  many  ottier  relpeits  was 
Ic.  u!ir^;afonable  and  provckii:g  as  to  dilplay  a  genius  with  which  his  own  coiild 
ftaud  no  comparifon.  It  was  he  and  his  Gothic  dircipie^  who  with  fly  fcrarches 
defaced  the  molt  malUrly  o(' this  Le  Sue\ir's  performances  as  often  as  their 
b:irb2rous  envy  could  lu'usly  reach  them.  Yet  afcer  ail  tliefc  achievcmetits  he 
died  in  his  bed  1  a  catai^rophe  which  could  not  have  happened  to  liim  in  a 
country  like  this,  where  the  fine  arts  are  zealoufly  and  juuiciuudy  patrouifed 
'S  they  are  well  uuderiiocd. 
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But  in  the  name  of  gocdncis  !   ir.uft  I  be 
The  dupe  of  charms  I  never  yet  cciild  lee  ?  210 

And  then  to  flatter  where  there's  no  reward — 
Better  be  any  patron- iiunting  bard. 
Who  half  our  lords  wit!)  filthy  praile  befmears, 
And  fing  an  anthem  to  all  miniitcrs, 
Tafte  th'  Attic  fait  in  ev'ty  peer's  poor  rebus,  21c 

And  crown  each  Gothic  idol  for  a  Phoebus. 

Alas!  fo  far  from  free,  fo  far  from  brave. 
We  dare  not  (liew  the  little  tafte  we  have. 
With  us  youMl  fee  ev'n  vanity  control 
The  moft  refin'd  fenfations  of  the  foul.  220 

Sad  Otway's  fcenes,  great  Shakefpeare's  we  defy  : 
**  Lard,  Madam  !   it  is  fo  unpolite  to  cry  ! — 
"  For  fhame,  my  Dear  !  d'ye  credit  all  this  ftufF? — 
*  '  I  vow — Well  this  is  innocent  enough  ?" 
At  Athens  long  ago  the  ladies — (marry'd)  225 

Dreamt  not  tiiey  mifbehav'd  tho'  they  mifcauy'd 
When  a  wild  poet  with  licentious  rage 
Turn'd  fifty  Furies  loofe  upon  the  ftage. 

They  were  fo  tender  and  [o  eaiy  mcv'd, 
Heav'ns  !  how  the  Grecian  ladies  muft  have  lov'd  ! 
For  all  the  fine  fenfuions  ilill  have  dwelt  231 

Perhajis  where  one  was  exquii'ucly  felt : 
Thus  he  who  heav'rily  Maro  truly  feels 
Stands  fix'd  on  Raphael,  and  at  Handel  thrills. 
The  groffer  fenies  too,  the  tafie,  the  lir.ell,  235 

Are  likely  truelt  whtre  the  fine  prevail : 
Who  doubts  that  Horace  muft  have  cattr'd  well  ? 
Friend,  Fm  a  flirewd  cbi'ei  vej-,  and  will  gucl's 
What  books  you  dote  on  from  your  fav'rite  mefs. 
Blown  and  L'Eftrange  will  (urely  charm  whomeVr 
The  frothy  pprtncfs  (hikes  of  weak  fmall  bttr.  241 

VvHio  fteeps  the  calr's  fat  loin  in  grealy  iaiice 
Will  hardly  loathe  the  prail'e  that  baftcs  an  afs  j 
Who  riots  on  Scotch  collops  fcnrns  not  any 
Infipid,  fuliome,  trafliy,  nfifcellnny  ;  2+5 

And  who  devours  whai'er  the  cook  can  diili  up 
Will  tor  a  cla(l:c  confecrate  each  biihop  * 
But  I  am  fuk  of  pen  and  ink,  and  you 
Will  find  this  Letter  long  enough.  Adieu.  24.5 

«  See  Feltoa's  CiaiTics. 


ADVERTISEMENT- FROM  THE  PUBLISHER. 

THE  follo'zving  Imitatiot  of  Shake fpe  are  ^  ivas  one  of  our 
Author-'' s  firj}  attempts  in  Poetry ^  made  -xuhen  he  nvas  njery 
young:  it  helped io  amufe  the  folitude  ef  a  vjinterpafl  in  a 
ivild  romantic  country  :  and  ivhat  is  rather  particular, 
nvas  juji  finifh::d  -ivben  Mr.  Tho?nfons  celebrated  PoeTU 
upon  the  fame  fubjeci  appeared.  Mr.  Thomfon  foon  hear- 
ing of  it,  had  the  curicfity  to  procure  a  copy  by  the  means  of 
a  cQ7nmQn  acquaintance-  Hefhe^jjed  it  to  his  poetical  friends 
Mr.  Mallet,  Mr.  Aaron  Hilly  and  Dr.  Toung,  I'jho  it 
fecms  did  great  honor  to  it,  and  the  frji  mentioned  gentle- 
77:an  -jjrote  to  one  of  his  friends  at  Edinburgh,  defiring  that 
Author'' s  It a've  to  publifb  it,  a  requeji  too  flattering  ioyouth- 
Jul  -vanity  io  be  rcjified :  but  Mr.  Mallei  altered  his  mindf 
and  this  li  tie  piece  has  Iniberio  remained  unpublifhed. 

The  other  Imitations  of  Shakcfpeare  happened  to  ha-ve 
been  fa~oed  out  of  the  ruins  of  an  unfinift)ed  tragedy  on  the 
f.ory  of  Tereus  and  Philomela,  aiiev.pted  upon  an  irregular 
and  extravagant  plan,  at  an  age  much  too  early  for  fitch 
achievements  :  ho-ivevcr  they  are  here  exhibited  for  the 
fake  of fuch  guffs  as  7nay  like  a  little  repaj}  of  [craps. 


Gs 
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OF   SH  AKESPEAR  E. 


TS(TCW  6umi!'.tr  wiili  lier  wanton  (*urt  is  gone 

To  rtvtl  on  the  I'ouih  fiJe  of  the  wojkl, 
And  fluintand  frolic  out  the  livelong  ciayj 
While  Winter  rifing  pale  from  nortiiern  feas 
Shakes  from  his  hoary  locks  the  drizzling  rheum  :  5 

A  biaft  fo  ilirevvd  makes  the  tall  body'd  pines 
Unrjnew\i  bend,  and  heavy- paced  bears 
Sends  growling  to  their  lavage  tenements. 

Now  blows  the  f'urly  nortii,  and  ch.lls  throughout 
The  ftiil'ning  regions,  while  by  (Ironger  ciiarms  10 

Than  Circe  e'er  or  fell  Medea  brev^'d, 
Each  brook  that  wont  to  prattle  to  its  banks 
Lies  all  btftili'd  and  wi;dg'd  betwixt  its  banks, 
Nor  moves  the  v»7ither'd  reeds  ;  and  the  rafh  ucod 
That  from  the  mounrairs  held  its  headftrong  cciirfe, 
BuryVl  in  livid  fheets  of  vaulting  ice,  16 

Seen  thro'  the  fiiameful  breaches,  idly  creeps 
To  pay  a  fcimty  tribute  to  ihe  ocean. 
Wiiat  wonder  ?  when  _t!,e  floating  wildernefs 
That  fccrns  our  miles,  and  calls  geograpiiy  20 

A  fhallow  pryer,  from  whofe  unileady  mirror 
The  high-hung  pole  furveys  his  dancing  locks, 
When  this  llill- raving  dtep  lies  mute  and  dead. 
Nor  heaves  its  fwelling  boiom  to  tne  winds. 
Tile  furges  baited  by  the  fierce  north-ealf,  sj 

Tofling  with  fretful  fpleen  their  angry  heads 
To  roar  and  rufli  together. 
F/en  in  the  foam  of  all  their  madnefs  ftruck 
To  monumental   ice  (land  all  afhine 
The  rocks  they  wafn'd  fo  late.     Such  execution,  30 

So  llern,  fo  fudden,  wrought  the  grifly  afuedl 
Of  terrible  Medufa  ere  young  Perleus 
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With  his  keen  fabre  ciopr  l\er  horrid  head. 
And  hid  her  ferpents  rolling  in  the  dult, 
When  wandering  thro''  the  woqgs  (lietrown'd  to  ftone 
Tlieir  favas^e  tenants  j  jii(t  as  the  foaming  Hon  36 

Sprung  furious  on  his  prey  her  fueedier  pow'r 
Out  run  his  hafre :  no  time  to  languifh  in. 
But  fixM  in  that  fierce  attitude  he  Hands 
Like  Ra£;e  in  marble. — Now  portly  Argofies  40 

Lie  wedgd  'tvvixt  NCf^tune's  ribs.    The  bridg'd  abyfm 
Has  changed  our  fliips  tohorfes  ;  the  fwift  bark 
Yields  to  the  heavy  wagoron  and  the  cart, 
That  now  from  ide  to  ide  maintain  the  trade, 
And  where  the  furtace  hunting  dolphin  led  45 

Her  fporting  young  is  now  an  area  fit 
For  the  wild  fchcol- boy's  paftime. 

Mean-time  the  ev'ning  (kies,  crufted  with  Ice, 
Shifting  from  red  to  black  their  weighty  flcirts, 
Hang  mournful  o'er  the  liills,  and  dealing  night  50 

Rides  the  ble^k  puiiing  wir.ds,  that  leem  to  fpit 
Their  foam  fparfe  thro'  th.e  we-lkin,  which  is  nothing 
If  not  beheld.     Anon  the  burdened  heav'n 
Shakes  from  its  ample  fieve  the  boulted  fnow. 
That  fiutt'ring  down  befpri.ililes  the  fad  trees  55 

In  mockery  oi  leaves,  piles  up  t!ie  hills 
To  monftrous  attitude,  and  chokes  to  the  lips 
The  deep  impervious  vales  that  yawn  as  low 
As  to  the  centre,  Nature's  vafty  breaches. 
While  all  the  pride  of  m.en  and  mortal  things  60 

Lies  whelm'd  in  heav'n's  white  ruins. — 

The  (liiv'ring  clown  digs  hisobftru6ted  way 
Thro'  the  fnowbarricad'd  cottage  door. 
And  muffled  in  his  home-fpun  pisid  encounters 
With  livid  cheeks  and  rheum  d;R,l.ing  nolii  65 

The  morning's  fliarp  and  Icouring  breath  to  count 
His  (larving  flock,  whofe  number  is  all  too  fliort 
To  make  the  goodly  funi  of  yefter- night  j 
Part  deep  ingiMgitated,  part  yet  ftruggling, 
With  theii-  laft  pantings  melt  themfelves  a  grave         70 
In  Winter's  bofom,  vv^hich  yields  not  to  the  touch 
Of  tlie  pale  languid  crefcent  of  this  world, 
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That  now  with  lean  and  chuiiifh  hufbandry 
Yiekls  heart'efily  the  remnants  of  his  prime. 
And  like  moft  Ipendthrift.s  ftarves  his  latter  days  75 

For  former  ranknefs.     He  with  bleary  eye 
Blazons  his  own  difgrace,  the  harnefs'd  wafte 
Rebellious  to  his  hkmt  defeated  fhatts, 
And  idly  ftrikt^s  the  chalky  mountains'  tops 
That  rife  to  kifs  the  welkm's  rudtiy  lips,  80 

Wiiere  all  the  ra'h  young  bullies  of  the  air 
Mount  iheir  quick  ilender  penetrating  wings. 
Whipping  the  troll  burnt  villagers  to  the  bones. 
And  growing  with  their  motion  mad  and  furious. 
Till  fwoln  totem-efts  they  outrage  the  thunder,  83 

Winnow  the  chafry  fnow,  and  mock  the  fkies 
E'en  with  their  own  artillery  reiorted, 
Tear  up  and  throw  th' accunmlated  hills 
Into  the  vallies  :  and  as  rude  huiricanes 
Difcharged  from  the  wind-fwoln  cheeks  of  heav'n 
Buoy  up  the  fwdling  ficirts  of  Araby's  51 

Inhoipitable  v/ilds, 

And  roll  the  duily  defert  thro'  the  fides, 
Cnoking  the  liberal  air,  and  fmoth'.ing 
Whole  caravans  at  once,  fuch  havock  Ipreads  95 

T/iis  war  of  heav'n  and  earth,  fuch  fudden  ruin 
Vifits  their  houlelefs  citizens,  that  fiirink 
In  the  falfe  flielter  of  the  hills  together, 
And  hear  the  tempell:  howling  o'er  their  heads 
That  by  aid  by  o'erwhelm  them.    The  very  birds,   100 
Thofe  few  that  troop'd  not  with  the  chiming;  tribe 
Ot  am'.'ous  Summer,  quit  their  ruffian  element, 
And  with  domeltic  tamenefs  hop  and  flutter 
Within  the  roofs  of  perfecuting  man, 
(Grown  hofpitable  by  like  fenle  of  fviflp'rance)  105 

Whither  tlie  hinds,  the  debt  of  th.e  day  difcharg'd, 
Fiom  kiln  or  barn  repairing,  ihut  the  door 
On  furly  Winter,  crowd  the  clean- fwept  hearth 
And  cheerful  fhining  fire,  and  doff  the  time, 
The  whilft  the  maids  their  twirling  fpindles  ply  jio 

With  muily  legends  and  ear-pathing  tales 
Ofgiants  and  black  necromantic  bards, 
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Of  air -built  caftles,  feats  oF  mad-cap  knights, 

And  ev'ry  hollow  fiction  oF  romance, 

And  as  their  rambling  liumour  leads  them  talk  115 

OF  prodigies  and  tilings  of  dreadFul  uttVance 

That  let  them  all  agape,  roufe  up  their  hair, 

And  make  the  idiot  drops  ftart  from  their  eyes  ; 

OFchurch  yards  belching  flames  at  dead  of  night, 

OFwalking  ftatuis,  ghoits  unaffable  120 

Hunting  the  dark  walfe  tow'r  of  airlefs  dungeon. 

Then  of  the  elves  that  deftly  trip  the  green. 

Drinking  the  lummer's  moon -light  from  the  flow'rs. 

And  all  the  toys  that  Phantafy  pranks  up 

T'  amule  her  fools  withal. — Thus  they  laih  on         125 

The  fnaii-pac'd  Hyperborean  nights  tiliheav'n 

Hangs  with  a  jufter  poize,  when  the  murk  clouds 

RollM  up  in  heavy  wreaths  low  bellying  i'eem 

To  kifs  the  ground,  and  all  the  wafte  of  fnow  dropfy 

Looks  blue  bcneatn  'em,  till  plump'd  with  bloating  2-0 

]ieyond  the  bounds  and  Itrttch  of  continence 

They  burft  at  once  }  down  pours  the  hoarded  rain, 

W.ii'hing  the  flipp'ry  winter  from  the  hills. 

And  floating  all  the  vallies.     The  fading  fcene 

Mchs  like  a  lofc  enchantment  or  vain  phantafm  135 

Tiiat  can  no  more  abufe  j   Nature  refumes 

Her  old  fubltantial  fliape,  while  from  the  wafte 

OFunciiftinguifiiing  calamity 

Forcfts,  anti  by  their  fides,  wide  flcirted  plains, 

Houfes  and  trees,  arife,  and  waters  flow,  140 

That  from  their  daik  confinements  burltinsr,  fpurn 

Tlieir  brittle  chains,  huge  fheets  of  ioofen'd  ice 

Float  on  their  bofoms  to  the  deep,  and  jar 

And  clatter  as  they  pafs  j  th'  o'er  jutting  banks. 

As  lung  unpiaclis'd  to  lb  fteep  a  view,  145 

btem  to  lock  dizzy  on  tlie  moving  pomp. 

Nowev'iy  petty  brojk  that  crawld  along 
Raihngits  pebbles   mocks  the  river's  rage 
L:ke  tiie  proud  frog  1'  the  fable.     The  huge  Danube, 
While  melting  mountains  rufh  into  its  tide,  150 

Kolls  with  fuch  heaoftrong  and  unreined  courfe 
As  it  would  choke  the  Euxint's  gulfy  maw, 
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Burftlng  his  cryftal  cerenicnfs.     The  breathirg  time 

Of  peacf  expirM  that  hudi'd  thedeat'ning  Tcenes 

Of  cla.ii'rous  indignation,  ruffian  War  15  r 

Rebels,  and  Nature  ftands  at  odds  ag-^ln  : 

When  the  rous'd  Furies  of  the  fighting  winds 

Torment  the  main,  that  Iwells  its  angry  fides 

And  churns  the  foam  betwixt  its  flinty  jaws, 

While  thro'  the  lavage  dungeon  of  the  night  i6» 

The  horrid  thunder  growls  :   th'  ambitious  waves 

Afiault  the  flcies,  and  from  the  burning  clouds 

Drink  the  glib  lightning,  as  if  the  leas 

Would  quence  the  ever  burning  fires  of  heaven  ; 

Strait  from  their  flipp'ry  pomp  they  madly  plunge     165 

And  kil's  rbe  ioweft  pebbles.      Wretched  they 

That  'midft  fuch  rude  vexation  of  the  deep 

Guide  a  frail  veflel  !  better  ice  bound  fiill, 

Than  mock'd  with  liberty  thus  be  refign'd 

To  the  rough  fortune  of  tlie  froward  time,  179 

When  navigation  all  atipioe  ftands 

On  inch  uniteady  footing.     Now  they  mount 

On  the  tall  billow's  top,  and  feem  to  jowl 

Againft  the  ftars,  whence  (dreadful  eminence  !) 

They  lee  with  fwimming  eyes  (enough  to  hurry  round 

In  endkfs  vertico  the  dizzy  brain)  176 

A  gulf  that  fwallo^.s  vifion  with  wide  mouth 

Steep -yawning  to  receive  them  ;  down  they  duck 

To  tlie  rugged  bottom  of  the  main,  and  view 

The  adamantine  gates  of  vaulted  hell ;  180 

Thence  tolVd  to  light  again,  till  borne  adri  t 

Againft  fome  icy  mountain's  bulging  iides 

They  reel,  and  are  no  more. — Nor  lefs  by  land 

Ravage  the  winds  that  in  their  wayward  rage 

Howl  thro'  the  wide  unholpitable  glens,  1??5 

That  rock  the  liable  planted  tow'rs,  and  fhake 

The  hoary  monuments  of  ancient  time 

Down  to  their  flinty  bales,  that  engage 

As  tliey  would  tear  the  mountains  from  their  roots, 

And  brufli  rh.e  high  iieav'ns  with  their  woody  heads,  190 

Makinp  the  (tout  oaks  bow. — Bur  I  forget 

That  fprightly  Ver  trips  on  old  Winter's  htel. 
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Ctafe  we  thefe  notes,  t^,o  tragic  for  the  time, 

^ior  jar  agaiiift  great  Nature's  fymphony, 

W;u-n  ev""!)  the  bhilt'rous  eltrments  grow  runeful  19'; 

Or  hiien  to  the  concert.      Hark  !  how  loud 

The  cuck.oovvak.es  the  iol i tar y  wood  ! 

Soit  lioh.s  tht  winds  as  o'er  the  greens  they  ftray, 

And  muini'ring  brooks  within  their  channels  pl:^y. 

Px^OGNE's  DREAM. 

Darkly  exprejfinje  of  fo?ne  pajl  E^venis  that  nxsre  foon  t9 
be  rcujealedto  her. 

LAST  night  I  dream'd, 

(Whatever  it  may  forhode  it  moves  me  llrangely) 

That  I  was  rapt  into  the  raving  deep  : 

An  old  and  rev'i  end  fire  conducted  me  ; 

He  phmg'd  into  the  holon  of  the  main,  5 

And  bad  me  not  to  fear  but  follow  him. 

I  followed  ;  with  inipetuous  fpeed  we  div'd, 

And  heai-d  the  dafhing  thunder  o'er  our  heads. 

Many  a  flip  'ry  fathom  down  we  funk, 

Beneath  all  plummets'  found,  and  re"ch'd  the  bottom,  i* 

When  there  I  afk'd  my  venerable  guide 

If  he  could  tell  me  where  my  fiffer  was  ? 

He  told  me  that  flie  lay  not  far  from  thence/ 

Within  the  bolbm.  of  a  flinty  rock. 

Where  Neptune  kept  ha-  for  his  paramour  15 

Hid  from  the  jealous  Amphitrite's  fight. 

And  faidhe  could  conduft  me  to  the  place. 

I  begg'd  he  wou'd.     Thro'  dreadtul  ways  we  pafs'd, 

'Twixt  rocks  th  U  frigju fully  lowered  on  either  fide. 

Whence  here  and  there  the  hrancj-ung coral  Iprung,       to 

O'er  dead  men's  bones  we  walk'd,  o'er  heaps  ct  gold  and 

Into  a  hideous  kind  of  wildernefs,  [gems, 

V/heieftood  a  ifern  and  prifon  looking  rock, 

Daub'd  with  a  mofly  verduie  all  around. 

The  mockery  of  paint.     As  we  drtw  near  7-% 

Out  fpruiig  a  hydra  from  a  deii  below. 
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A  I'peckled  Fury  ;  fearfully  it  hifs'J, 
And  roli\l  its  Tea- green  eyt-s  fo  angrily 
As  it  vvou'd  kill  with  looking.     My  old  guide 
Againlt  its  fliarp  head  hurl'd  a  rugge^d  flone — 
The  curling  nionli;r  rais'd  a  brazen  Hiriek, 
Vv^'allow'd,  and  dy'd  in  fitful  agonies. 
We  gain'd  the  cave.     Thro'  woven  adamant 
I  luok'd,  and  law  my  fitter  all  alone  : 
Employ'd  flie  feem'd  in  writing  fomething  fad. 
So  fad  Ihe  looked.     Her  cheek  was  wond'rous  wan  j 
Her  mournful  locks  like  weary  fedges  hung. 
I  call'd — ihe  turning  llarted  when  flie  faw  me. 
And  threw  her  head  afide  as  if  afham^d. 
She  wept,  but  would  not  fpeak — I  calPd  again  : 
Srill  (he  was  mute — Then  maiily  I  addreft. 
With  ail  the  lion  finews  of  defpair, 
To  in-eak  the  fimcy  ribs  that  held  me  out, 
And  with  the  llruggling  v;ak'd. — 


30 
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40 
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A  STORM. 

Rcttfed  to  account  for  the  late  return  cf  a  Mejfenger. 

THE  fun  went  down  In  wrath, 

The  fkies  foam'd  brals,  and  foon  th'  unchained  winds 

Burft  from  the  howling  dungeon  cf  the  north, 

Andrais'd  fuch  high  delirium  on  themain, 

Such  angry  clamour,  while  fuch  boiling  waves  5 

Flafh'd  on  the  peevifh  eye  of  moody  night, 

It  lookM  as  if  the  Teas  would  fcald  the  heav'ns  : 

Still  louder  chid  the  winds,  th'  enchafed  furge 

Still  anfwcr'd  louder,  and  when  the  fickly  Morn 

Peep'd  ruefully  thro'  tlie  bloated  thlck-brow'd  caft 

To  view  the  ruinous  havoc  of  the  dark  11 

The  ftately  tow'rs  of  Athens  feem'd  to  ftand 

On  hollow  foam  tidewhipt  :   the  iliips  that  lay 

Scorning  the  blaft  within  the  marble  arms 

Of  the  fea-chid  Portumnus  danc'd  like  corks  15 

Upon  th'  enraged  deep,  kicking  each  other. 

And  fome  were  dafli'd  to  fragments  in  this  fray 

Againft  the  harbour's  rocky  cheft  :  the  fea 

So  roar'd,  fo  madly  rag'd,  i'o  proudly  fwell'd. 

As  it  would  thunder  full  into  the  ftreetSj  20 

And  deep  the  tall  Cecropian  battlements 

In  foaming  brine:   the  airy  citadel, 

Perch'd  like  an  eagle  on  a  high-brow'd  rock. 

Shook  the  fait  water  from  its  ftubborn  fides 

With  eager  quaking  :   the  Cyclades  appeai'd  25 

Like  ducking  cormorants. — Such  a  munity 

Outclamor'd  all  tradition,  and  gain'd  belief 

To  ranting  prodigies  of  heretofore. 

Sev'ndays  it  ftorm'd,  &c.  a^ 
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AN   IMITATION 

OF    SPENSER, 

IVritlin  at  Mr.   Thomfons  defire,  to  be  infcrud  into 
ne  Ca/I.'e  of  Indolence, 


"pULL  many  a  fiend  did  haunt  this  houfe  of  lefl, 

And  made  of  pafiive  wights  an  eafy  prey. 
Here  lethargy,  with  deadly  (Itep  oppreft, 
Stretch'd  on  his  back  a  mighty  lubbard  lay, 
Heaving  his  fides,  and  fnored  night  and  day  : 
To  ftir  him  from  liis  trance  it  was  not  eath. 
And  his  halt-open'J  eyne  he  fhut  ftraightway  : 
He  led  I  ween  tlie  ibfteft  way  to  deacii. 
And  taught  withonten  pain  or  ftrife  to  yield  the  breath. 

II. 

Of  limbs  encrmoiis,  but  withal  unfbund,  lo 

Soft-fw(,ln  and  pale,  here  lay  the  Hydropfie  j 

Unwieldy  man  !   with  belly  monlirous  round, 

For*everfed  with  watery  fuppiy. 

For  ftill  he  drank,  and  yet  he  ftill  was  dry. 

And  here  a  moping  myltery  did  fit,  15 

Mother  of  Spleen,  in  ropes  of  various  dye  j 

She  caird  herfelf  the  Hypochondriac  Fit, 

And  nantick  feem'd  to  iome,  to  others  feemM  a  wit. 

in. 

A  lady  was  (he  whimfical  and  proud, 
Yet  oft'  thro'  fear  her  pride  would  crouchen  low  j       zo 
She  felt  or  tancyM  m  her  flurtVing  mood 
All  the  difeaits  that  the  fpitals  know. 
And  lought  all  phyfic  that  the  fliops  beftow. 
And  ftill  new  leaches  and  new  drugs  would  try: 
'Twas  hard  to  hit  iier  humour  high  or  low,  25 

For  fometimes  fhe  would  lauch,  and  fomt-times  cry, 
Sometimes  would  waxen  wroth,  and  ail  fhe  knew  not  why, 
Hz 
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IV. 

Faft  by  her  fide  a  litllefs  virgin  y>'m'<] 

"With  aking  head  and  fqueanuOi  heart  burnings  j 

Pale,  bloated,  cold,  ihe  jeem'd  to  hate  mankind,  30 

But  lov'd  in  I'ecret  all  Ici bidden  rhirigs. 

And  htre  the  Tertian  (hcok  his  chilling  wings  j 

And  here  the  Gout,  ha!f  tigtr,  h.all  a  Inake, 

Rag\'.  with  an  hundred   teeth,  an  hmulred  llings. 

Thefe  and  a  thouiand  Furies  more  did  Oiake  35 

Thole  weary  realms,  and  kept  eale- loving  men  awake. 
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